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Losing and finding 
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Summary 


When Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji lose their best friends they find themselves with a baby, a 
found family, and each other. 


or 


“Wangyji,” Wei Wuxian says and wraps him in a tight hug. Lan Wangji wants to push him 
away but he's still reeling with shock. Dead? Mianmian can't be... they were talking on the 
phone only two days ago. Lan Wangji was making plans to come visit while Mianmian joked 
about how maybe the baby would never be born. 


“The baby?” he asks. 


Wei Wuxian lets him go, steps back. He’s crying, Lan Wangji realizes suddenly. His eyes are 
red-rimmed as if he’s been crying for hours. 


Wei Wuxian takes a deep breath. “It’s a boy,” 


Notes 


So I wanted to write a modern wangxian kidfic where wangxian acquire a baby before all the 
mutual pining starts and then I remembered this trailer I'd seen once for a romantic comedy 
where the people's best friends died and then they had to raise the baby together. I don't know 
the name of this movie and haven't seen it, but it's where the premise kind of comes from. 


In this fic A-Yuan is the child of Mianmian and Nie Huaisang just because, but I'm using 
'Sizhui' as a name instead of 'Yuan' because according to my Chinese dictionary 'Nie Yuan' 
can mean 'ill-fated relationship' and that seems like it would be a really bad name. I'm also 
using courtesy names for most of the other characters. 


I do not know how to lawyer and there's a lawyer character saying some lawyer things that 
are probably totally wrong, please let me know if this is the case and I'll maybe change it if it 
doesn't dramatically alter the plot. 


Content warnings: mis-pronounciation of names, characters having different Chinese and 
English names, death by car accident, being orphaned, mentions of foster-care related trauma 


The first two chapters of this are centered around the characters griefing the loss of Nie 
Huaisang and Mianmian, before they move on to idiots in love stupid soft mutual pining with 
baby, so it starts off very sad and slowly gets better. 


I am not a Chinese person or person of Chinese descent and if there are errors in my 
depictions of these characters I would appreciate any corrections. I also love constructive 
criticism, so if there's a way you think I could improve my work or something you 
particularly liked, please don't be shy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


e Translation into Español available: Perder y Encontrar by evirtual3 


Chapter 1 


Mianmian and Nie Huaisang's marriage had been a quiet affair. A-Sang's brother had died 
only the year before and it had been devastating for him that he couldn't be there. 


“Why aren't you putting off the marriage?" Lan Wangji had asked Mianmain months earlier, 
when she'd told him, on one of their weekly calls, about how sad A-Sang was to be planning 
their marriage without his brother. 


Mianmian had just shaken her head and bent over her toes again, the nailpolish brush held 
steady in her hands. “It’s about family,” she'd said finally. “He doesn’t have any left now, 
except for some distant cousins he never talks to and you know I've been alone for..." she'd 
sighed. 


He knew. They'd bonded over being orphans back when they were in grade school together, 
forced to go to a support group. They hadn't had much in common- or hadn't thought they'd 
had a lot in common- but they'd both been quiet and studious and unwilling to talk. 


*We're each other's family now,” she'd finished. “Well, and you and A-Xian too." She'd 
smiled. Lan Wangji hadn't only met Wei Wuxian a few times and his impression of him 
hadn't been good; he'd been loud and over-excited and too flirtatious. Drunk. He'd been 
drunk. He and A-Sang had met in college and they'd apparently been intent on revisiting 
their wild youths, Mianmian looking on in quiet amusement, Lan Wangji enduring it with the 
misery of a sober person surrounded by drunk people. 


"So we wanted to celebrate that and remind each other that we'll always be there for each 
other. A family." 


He keeps thinking about that on the way to the hospital, the city still busy even in the middle 
of the night, how much family had meant to them. When Mianmian had gotten pregnant, 
she'd called Lan Wangji as soon as she'd found out. 


"You're going to be an uncle!" she'd cried. 


“What?” Lan Wangji had asked, confused. If his gay brother had suddenly somehow acquired 
a child wouldn't he have told him himself? 


“I’m pregnant!" she'd screamed into the phone. “I’m going to have a baby!” 


*Oh," Lan Wangji had said, overwhelmed by how excited he suddenly was. He imagined 
himself holding a little baby in his arms and buying it toys and teaching it how to play the 
piano maybe. “T1 be an uncle," he'd repeated. 


"^A-Ji," Mianmian had said. “A-Ji, you have to be honest with me right now; are you 
smiling?" 


“Yes,” Lan Wangji had admitted. “Yes, I’m smiling. I'm... excited.” 


“Oh, A-Ji," Mianmain had said in a soft voice. “I’m not supposed to tell anyone, you know. 
In case there's an... an accident. You know it's really common, like one in four. But if it 
happened I'd want to call you anyway." 


“T’d come and see you,” Lan Wangji said. "I'll come and see you when you have the baby." 
*You will?" Mianmian asked. 


“Of course. How else am I going to be a good uncle?" 


He parks his car in the mostly empty parking lot and runs inside, too tired and panicked to 
understand the signs. 


“Hi,” he says to the receptionist. She puts her phone down and looks up at him impatiently. “I 
got a phone call about some friends of mine that were in an accident. Where do I go?" 


The woman sighs and, as if the possible death of his best friend is an inconvenience to her, 
asks for the name. 


“Mianmian,” he says and then shakes his head. “Luo Qingyang.” Then he shakes his head 
again. “I’m sorry,” he says. “That’s her Chinese name." 


She looks up at him as if he's the stupidest person she has ever met. He wants to reach over 
the reception desk to shake her. He takes a breath. 


“Susan Luo,” he says. “Her English name. L-u-o." 

The woman types for a moment and then says. “You are?” 
“Her emergency contact,” Lan Wangji says. 

“Which one?” the woman asks, in a tired voice. 


“Oh,” Lan Wangji says. “Lan Wangji- I mean Connor Lan.” Look, he wants to shout at her 
when she gives him that look again, you try having two names. 


“You’re a friend?" she asks, eyebrows raised. “Not family?" 

"She has no family," Lan Wangji says. “Besides her husband.” 

“Well, you need to go to the morgue,” the woman says. “But it’s not open right now.” 
Lan Wangji gapes at her. “What?” he asks. 


“The morgue?” she says. “That’s where they keep dead people?” she adds, sarcastically. 


"Seriously?" a voice behind Lan Wangji demands. “You’re breaking the news to him that his 
best friend is dead that way?" 


Lan Wangji turns and is shocked that the sight of Wei Wuxian fills him with relief. He doubts 
it's a reaction Wei Wuxian is used to eliciting from people. 


“Wangyji,” Wei Wuxian says and wraps him in a tight hug. Lan Wangji wants to push him 
away but he's still reeling with shock. Dead? Mianmian can't be... they were talking on the 
phone only two days ago. Lan Wangji was making plans to come visit while Mianmian joked 
about how maybe the baby would never be born. 


“The baby?" he asks. 


Wei Wuxian lets him go, steps back. He's crying, Lan Wangji realizes suddenly. His eyes are 
red-rimmed as if he's been crying for hours. Maybe he has been. It's been hours since Lan 
Wangji got the call. 


Wei Wuxian takes a deep breath. “It’s a boy,” he says. *He's going to be fine. He's in the 
neonatal ward right now. They won't let us see him until tomorrow. You should get some 
rest." 


“I didn't get a hotel room," Lan Wangji says. 


“You can come and stay with Jiang Cheng and me," Wei Wuxian says, and, without waiting 
for a response, he takes his phone out of his pocket and dials. An angry voice responds so 
loudly Lan Wangji can almost make out what he's saying, even though the phone isn't on 
speaker mode. 


“I was going to get an uber, but you said to call you when you needed a ride home," Wei 
Wuxian says. He pauses and then says. “Well, you should have specified.” He rubs his eyes. 
“Look, Jiang Cheng, I can't do this right now, okay? Come and pick us up or don’t.” Another 
pause. *Lan Wangji. Mianmian's best friend? He was her best man, remember? Probably 
because he’s her best friend?" He sighs. “Jiang Cheng, are you coming? Okay, see you then." 


He drops the phone, seeming exhausted, and Lan Wangji follows him over to some chairs. 


“T have a rental car," Lan Wangji remembers suddenly, just as he's about to sit down beside 
him. 


Wei Wuxian tilts his head back and laughs. 


It would have been more comfortable in a hotel. Wei Wuxian and Jiang Cheng's apartment is 
tiny, like most apartments in the city, and they only have a small couch. 


"Sorry, it's not fold-out," Wei Wuxian says, dropping a pile of sheets and blankets onto it. 
“Well, it is, actually, but it's broken." 


Lan Wangji looks at him, then looks at his brother, who is standing in the doorway to his 
room with his arms crossed in front of his chest, dressed only in a pair of pajama pants. 


Wei Wuxian goes over to the small kitchenette and pulls out a bottle of some kind of liquor 
and pours what looks to Lan Wangji like way too much into a glass and then starts chugging 
it. 


When he's done, he raises the bottle to Lan Wangji. “You want some?" he asks. “Oh, right- 
you don’t drink, do you? You're all healthy and shit." He sighs. “What’s the point? Mianmian 
was all healthy and shit- she made A-Sang quit smoking, you know that? And now look at 
her." 


Wei Wuxian had told him what had happened on the way to his apartment, after calling and 
having another argument with his brother. 


“Tt was a car accident,” he'd said. “You knew that? Well, it was really bad. A-Sang was 
driving and he died on impact, the doctor said. Mianmian was just holding on, the doctor 
said, long enough that they were able to do an emergency c-section." He'd swallowed, 
rubbed his eyes. “Some jackass ran a red light," he'd said. “And that’s it.” 


“You shouldn’t be drinking,” his brother says as Wei Wuxian pours more liquor into the 
glass. It's strong enough that Lan Wangji can smell it from across the room. 


“A lot of things shouldn't be happening,” Wei Wuxian retorts. “You think I can sleep now? 
You think I can... A-Sang's dead!" He gestures wildly and the liqueur splashes and spills 
over the edge of the glass and onto the floor and Wei Wuxian's shirt. He doesn't seem to 
notice or care. 


“I know A-Sang's dead," Jiang Cheng says, more patient than Lan Wangji honestly thought 
he was capable of being. 


“And Mianmian," Wei Wuxian says. “And my parents and his parents-" he gestures at Lan 
Wangji with the glass, more of the liquid sloshing over the side. “What’s the fucking point?" 


"There are plenty of people who aren't dead," Jiang Cheng says. 


“The baby," Lan Wangji says suddenly. He doesn't know where it comes from. “You said the 
baby was going to be okay." 


Wei Wuxian purses his lips and shakes his head. *A-Sang's baby. Another orphan." He raises 
his glass like he’s giving a toast. “He doesn’t even have a family." 


“Yes he does," Lan Wangji says. “You and me. Mianmian said we were their family. She 
said..." he swallows. “She said I was going to be an uncle." 


Jiang Cheng snorts. “You and him, huh? I wish the poor bugger luck then." He turned and 
goes back into his room and slams the door. 


Wei Wuxian comes over and sits down on the couch beside Lan Wangji. His shirt is liberally 
splashed with liquor. “You and me, huh, Wangji?" He snorts. “And we don’t even like each 


other. Just like most families." He downs the rest of his alcohol. 


Lan Wangji wakes up to Wei Wuxian drooling on his shoulder. He doesn't remember how 
exactly they'd ended up like this, only Wei Wuxian going on and on about something as he 
drifted off. Something under his butt vibrates and he feels around until he fishes out his 
phone. 


“Hello?” he asks, holding it to his ear. 

Wei Wuxian jerks up in a wild panic, saying ‘Huh? Huh? What’s?’ 
“Ts this Connor Lan?" a woman's nasally voice asks. 

“Yes,” Lan Wangji says. 


“This is Sarah MacLan at MacLan, McArthur, and McMahon,” the woman says. “I’m calling 
you about the estate of Susan Luo?" 


“Yes?” Lan Wangji asks, heart pounding. 


“Would it be possible for you to stop by my office this morning?” she asks. “Around ten 
o'clock?" 


“Yes,” Lan Wangji agrees. 


“Thank you," Ms. MacLan says, then pauses. “Would you perhaps know how I could 
reach..." she pauses for a long moment. “Wook-see-an Wei?" 


“Wuxian,” Lan Wangji corrects without really thinking about it. 


“What?” Wei Wuxian asks blearily, still half-leaning on Lan Wangji’s shoulder, still half- 
asleep. 


“Do you also need to see him?" Lan Wangji asks. “I can pass on a message.” 

“If he could meet with us at the same time, it would be convenient," Ms. MacLan says. 
“PII tell him," Lan Wangji says. 

“Tell me what?" Wei Wuxian asks, blinking. 

“Thank you," Ms. MacLan says and they say goodbye and hang up. 

“What was that?" Wei Wuxian asks. 


“Lawyers,” Lan Wangji says, standing up. Wei Wuxian barely manages not to fall over 
sideways. “They want to meet with us this morning.” 


“Ugh,” Wei Wuxian says. “About what?” 


“Mianmian and A-Sang’s estate," Lan Wangji guesses, then remembers. “Maybe the baby?” 
“Do lawyers do baby stuff?" Wei Wuxian asks. Lan Wangji wonders if he's still a little drunk. 


“They do legal baby stuff," Lan Wangji says, going over to his suitcase and rifling through it. 
“May I use your shower?” he asks. 


“Okay,” Wei Wuxian says. “Just be careful. About the thingy,” he adds, waving a hand. 


Lan Wangji discovers what ‘the thingy’ is when someone in the building flushes their toilet 
and he's hit with boiling hot water. 


It keeps hitting Wei Wuxian, over and over, that A-Sang and Mianmian are dead. Everything 
will be okay one moment and then suddenly he'll remember and it will hit him like a falling 
piano in one of those old cartoons. 


What kind of horrible person is he to keep forgetting something so monumental like that? he 
wonders, clutching the cardboard coffee cup in his hands too tightly. It's just... it doesn't 
seem possible. If Lan Wangji hadn't been there, as stiff and silent and forbidding as the statue 
of a saint, he'd have called them, just to be sure. He had been calling them, just to be sure, 
last night, when he'd come across Lan Wangji in the lobby, looking as wrecked as he was. 


Lan Wangji sits upright on the subway, hardly even swaying with the acceleration and 
decelerations, his mouth pinched, his face blank. 


Is he even sad? Wei Wuxian finds himself wondering before scolding himself. Of course, he 
was sad- he just expressed things differently. Mianmian had said that, that Lan Wangji kept 
everything buried deep inside, but that that hadn't meant he didn't fee/ things. That was when 
Lan Wangji had flown in for A-Sang's brother's funeral, and stood there with the same stony 
face he'd always worn. 


*Doesn't he even care?" Wei Wuxian had hissed. His own face was puffy and red, he knew. 
Nie Mingjue had been the closest thing to an older brother he'd ever had, had come to the 
city once a month to take Nie Huaisang and him out to dinner, had bought him his first real 
suit as a graduation present. 


“Of course he cares," Mianmian had hissed back, hitting him on the arm. Beside Lan Wangji, 
his brother, Lan Xichen, had been openly weeping, leaning on his little brother. “You can't 
judge him by the way he looks." 


“Then what can you judge him by?” Wei Wuxian had demanded. “He doesn't speak either.” 


“Maybe don’t judge him at all," Mianmian had said. 


It had been cruel, saying those things. It had been possible Lan Wangji had even been close 
enough to hear them. Wei Wuxian hadn't cared then, too full of anger at the disease that had 
stolen Mingjue away too early, but later he'd regretted it, had called Mianmian to apologize. 
She'd been really close to Mingjue too, had helped A-Sang nurse him through his last days. 


Still, Wei Wuxian wishes Lan Wangji were different. Wishes he could wear even a tiny 
fragment of grief on his face, so Wei Wuxian could feel less alone. 


The lawyers' office is in a nondescript office building and Lan Wangji and Wei Wuxian ride 
the elevator up to the eighth floor silently, Lan Wangji looking like he belongs there in a pair 
of nice dress pants and a baby-blue button-up, Wei Wuxian dressed like the trash panda that 
he is in the ratty over-sized red hoodie Nie Huaisang gave him back in college and a pair of 
dark blue joggers with owls printed on them. Lan Wangji had looked at him in silence for a 
moment when he'd emerged from his bedroom, hair in a messy snarl that could barely be 
called a bun, and Wei Wuxian had said “what? My best friend just died. I’m not fucking 
putting on hard pants." He'd regretted it instantly, but Lan Wangji was already looking away. 


The receptionist looks up at them, asks them if they're there for the ten o'clock appointment, 
mispronounces Wei Wuxian's name egregiously, then asks them to wait. 


“Would you like coffee or tea?" she asks, as they're sitting down. 

“No, thank you," Lan Wangji says, just as Wei Wuxian asks for coffee. 
Lan Wangji looks at Wei Wuxian for a moment, then looks away. 
“What?” Wei Wuxian asks, aggressively. 

Lan Wangji shakes his head, still not looking back at Wei Wuxian. 


Wei Wuxian sits back in his chair with a huff. He knows he's being irrational, knows he's 
taking out his anger at... at the world he guesses... on Lan Wangji, who is suffering just as 
much as he is (probably), but he can't see to stop. 


He thanks the receptionist and bolts down the coffee, hardly noticing when it burns his 
tongue and his throat and is throwing away the cup when a short, middle-aged white woman 
pokes her head out of an office and asks for *Mr. Lan and Mr. Wei." 


The office is kitten-themed. There are paintings of kittens playing with balls of yarn and a 
coffee mug with a kitten on it and a wall calendar with a kitten on it and a series of little 
kitten figurines. For some reason, all of the kitten figurines are wearing cute little dresses. 
Wei Wuxian clenches his fists because he wants to smash them. 


“I am the executor of the wills of Susan Luo and Henry Nie,” she says, adjusting the papers 
in front of her. 


“This is a little fast, isn’t it?” Wei Wuxian asks. “They just died yesterday.” 


The lawyer nods. “Because of the baby,” she says. “Neither Mr. Nie nor Ms. Luo had a next 
of kin, so I was contacted. Mr. Nie and Ms. Luo added a clause in their wills to provide for 


their child soon after Ms. Luo became pregnant." 


“That must have been Mianmian," Wei Wuxian says, choking down a sob. *A-Sang would 
never have been so thoughtful. What is the provision?" 


“The two of you are both named as guardians of the child.” 

“Me?” Wei Wuxian gasps. “Someone thought I would make a good guardian for a child?" 
The lawyer looks at his ragged state and seems to agree with this assessment. 

“Mianmian thought very highly of you," Lan Wangji cuts in, surprising Wei Wuxian. “She 
said you were a very devoted uncle to Jin Ling and she was glad her child would have you as 
well." 

Wei Wuxian looks over at him, his jaw-dropping open. 


“And who else is there?" Lan Wangji adds. 


Wei Wuxian nods. “I promised them I'd be a good uncle,” he says, feeling his eyes beginning 
to fill with tears again. “I said ld look after Sizhui, give him anything he needed...” 


"Sizhui?" Lan Wangji asks. 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says. “That’s what they named him. I don't know if they had an English 
name picked out... Sizhui is easy for Americans to pronounce right?" he looks at the lawyer, 
then realizes he's been speaking Mandarin. 


"Sorry, sorry," he says, in English. *They told me they were going to name the child Nie 
Sizhui... that is, Sizhui Nie.” 


“It’s a good name,” Lan Wangji says. 


“You have a little time,” the lawyer says, kindly. “The child will be released from the hospital 
tomorrow. I know it is a stressful time for you right now. I am in contact with social services, 
and if neither of you feels like you’re capable of taking the child on right now, he can be 
placed in temporary foster care.” 


She pauses. “Of course, it would be better if the child had more permanent arrangements, and 
adoption is more likely the younger the child is...” 


“No,” Wei Wuxian says, quickly. 
The lawyer blinks at him. 


“T was in foster care,” Wei Wuxian says, aware that he’s speaking too harshly to a woman 
who seems like she’s just trying to be kind to them. “I can’t let A-Sang’s baby go through 
that. If Lan Wangji doesn’t want him I'll take him.” He sighs. “I don’t know how or where,” 
he says. “I don’t have any room for a child in my apartment...” 


“Mr. Nie and Ms. Luo owned their condo,” the lawyer says. “It is part of the estate which will 
be put into a trust for the child's care and inheritance. You may reside in it if the child is 
residing there as well." 


“Why don't you two discuss this?" she suggests again. “I understand that you do not wish the 
child to be in foster care, but his chances of adoption are very good..." 


Wei Wuxian opens his mouth to protest again, but Lan Wangji interrupts. “Thank you,” he 
says. “We will do that. When does a decision need to be made by?" 


“Please call me by noon tomorrow,” the lawyer says. “Again, it does not have to be a 
permanent decision." 


"Thank you," Lan Wangji repeats. *What about the funeral arrangements?" 


“Tf it is okay with you, I will take care of that,” the lawyer says. “Mr. Nie and Ms. Luo made 
provisions for it in the will as well." 


Lan Wangji nods. “Planning his brother's funeral was very difficult for A-Sang,” he says. “I 
suspect he wished to save us from that." 


“If you will write the obituaries," the lawyer says, “and let me know if you have any special 
requests, I will deal with the rest." 


"Thank you," Lan Wangji says, a third time and leads Wei Wuxian out of the office. 


“T’m not going to let them put Sizhui into foster care!" Wei Wuxian explodes when they're in 
the hallway. 


“Neither am I,” Lan Wangji says. “But the lawyer was right.” 
"About what?" Wei Wuxian demands. 


“About this being a bad time to make permanent decisions," Lan Wangji says. “We should 
take her advice and consider this before coming to any conclusions." 


“We have until tomorrow at noon!” Wei Wuxian exclaims. “You think either of us is going to 
become any more reasonable or more coherent before then?" 


Lan Wangji looks down. “No,” he says, finally. “No, you're right.” 
Wei Wuxian is shocked into shutting up. 


"Let's..." Lan Wangji says. "Let's go to the hospital. It's visiting hours there. Maybe they'll 
let us see him." 


Wei Wuxian nods. 


They're on the train before Lan Wangji speaks again. “I think,” he says, slowly. “I think I'd 
like to take Sizhui.” 


*Back to DC?" Wei Wuxian asks, startled. 
Lan Wangji looks at him. “That’s where I live,” he says. 


“What if..." Wei Wuxian begins. He's twisting his hands together in his lap and he 
consciously tries to still them. *What if I want to take him?" 


Lan Wangji blinks. *You said you don't have any room..." 
“But the lawyer said I can use A-Sang and Mianmian’s apartment...” 
*You're a student... How can you...” 


“TIl figure out something... I'll take a semester off P11... I know I’m a huge mess, but maybe 
I... I promised I'd be there for them..." 


Lan Wangji nods and sighs then covers his face with his hands. “Okay, we don’t... we don’t 
have to decide now. Let's... PIH stay here.” 


“You'll stay here?" Wei Wuxian repeats, confused. 


“For a little while," Lan Wangji says. “I can work remotely. I can... We can stay in A-Sang 
and Mianmian's apartment... We can wait for things to make sense again." 


“It’s never going to make sense," Wei Wuxian grumbles, standing up and exiting the train. 
Lan Wangji jumps up surprised, then sprints after him. 


“This is the right stop?" Lan Wangji asks, looking around. 


Wei Wuxian nods absently, turning towards the exit, not even looking to see if Lan Wangji is 
following him. 


The receptionist working the front desk at the hospital is much nicer than the one the night 
before, chirping a hello at them, then signing them in as guests and directing them to the 
maternity ward. There Wei Wuxian explains the situation to the nurse as clearly as he can, 
trying his best not to start crying again, and finally the nurse nods and asks them to follow 
her, leading them into a small room and asking them to wait for a moment. 


Wei Wuxian looks at Lan Wangji and is surprised that he looks nervous. He's almost tempted 
to put his hand on his shoulder but bites his lip instead. 


The nurse comes back with a tiny bundle in her arms. 


“Do you know how to hold a newborn?” she asks. 


Wei Wuxian nods, but Lan Wangji shakes his head, so she demonstrates how the baby's head 
needs to be supported, then passes the baby over to Wei Wuxian. 


“Hi,” he says to the tiny scrunched red face. “Hi, Sizhui.” He brushes his finger across the 
baby's palm and the baby grasps onto it and pulls it down to his mouth. 


He looks up to see Lan Wangji gaping down at the baby open-mouthed. 

"I'm your Uncle Wuxian," Wei Wuxian tells the baby, “and this is your Uncle Wangji." 
The baby blinks up at them and tries to suck on Wei Wuxian's finger. 

“He’s so tiny,” Lan Wangji whispers. 


“Six pounds,” the nurse says, startling Wei Wuxian. He'd forgotten she was there. “A little 
light, but totally healthy. You look like you know what you're doing." 


“Mn,” Wei Wuxian says. “He’s not my first nephew." 


“PII leave you to it then,” she says. “He needs to be fed in half an hour- you can do it if you 
want me to bring the bottle here." 


“Yes, please," Wei Wuxian says. 

When she's gone, he looks at Lan Wangji, who is staring at the baby as if enchanted. 
“Do you want to hold him?" Wei Wuxian asks. 

“Can I?” Lan Wangji asks. 


“Of course," Wei Wuxian says. *He's your nephew too. Here, hold out your arms- no, closer 
to your body..." 


He moves closer to Lan Wangji carefully and places the baby in his arms gently, making sure 
he's supporting him properly before letting go. 


“PII tell you a secret,’ Wei Wuxian says, brushing the baby's thin black hair off of his 
forehead. “The best thing about babies is their smell.” 


“They smell?" Lan Wangji whispers, still looking at the baby like he hug the moon and the 
stars. 


“They smell so good,” Wei Wuxian says. “Lift him up to your nose and smell.” 
Awkwardly, Lan Wangji lifts up the baby, pressing his nose against his forehead and 
breathing in. The baby grabs at a strand of Lan Wangji’s hair and Wei Wuxian gently 


disentangles them. 


“He does smell very good,” Lan Wangji admits. 


“Doesn’t he?" Wei Wuxian asks. “Isn’t he the most perfect little baby? Aren't you the most 
perfect little baby, Sizhui?" He runs his finger over the baby's palm again. *You know 
newborns have this monkey reflex,” he says. “If you get them to grab onto something with 
both their hands they're strong enough to hang from it.” 


“Don’t!” Lan Wangji exclaims, alarmed, jerking back a little. 


Wei Wuxian laughs. “I wasn’t going to give a demonstration! What if Sizhui is the one baby 
who can’t do it?” 


“Of course he could do it,” Lan Wangji says. “He’s perfect. He’s the most perfect baby ever.” 


Someone laughs behind them and Wei Wuxian turns to see the nurse, carrying a bottle and a 
burping cloth. “It’s good to see he has such devoted uncles,” she says. 


Lan Wangji looks a little panicked, so Wei Wuxian takes the baby back and sits down to 
accept the bottle and the burping cloth. Lan Wangji watches him with wide eyes as he 
skillfully inserts the bottle into the baby’s mouth and babbles at him while he sucks. 


He can't help looking up at Lan Wangji and smiling. *He's so good,” he says. "Isn't he so 
good?" 


“PII move here," Lan Wangji says. 
“What?” Wei Wuxian asks. 


“PII move here,” he says again. “I can... I can find a new job- or ask mine to transfer me. We 
have an office in New York." 


“Why?” Wei Wuxian asks. 


“You love him," Lan Wangji says, softly. “You know what to do with him. I’ve always heard 
newborns take a lot of work. Doesn't it make sense to have two people?" 


*You love him too," Wei Wuxian says. 
“How can you love someone you just met?" Lan Wangji asks. “It doesn't make sense." 


Wei Wuxian laughs. “Evolution,” he says. “The cutest babies and most loving parents 
survived to pass on their genes." 


The baby finishes the bottle and Wei Wuxian shows Lan Wangji how to hold the baby on his 
shoulder and rub his back until he burps. 


The baby falls asleep in Wei Wuxian's arms and the nurse takes him back and kicks them out, 
so Lan Wangji suggests that they go find lunch to talk about logistics. 


Wei Wuxian winces at the word ‘logistics’. 


“Why don't we go to the Mianmian and A-Sang's apartment instead?" Wei Wuxian asks. 
“Won’t that help with figuring out logistics? And they probably have food there. We could 
whip up something." 


They don't whip up something, though. The apartment is still full of the clutter of Mianmian 
and A-Sang's lives; the fridge is full of food they'd bought- they'd died so recently none of it 
has even spoiled. 


They 'd died so recently. 
Lan Wangji rushes to the bathroom and vomits into the toilet. 


He sits back to find Wei Wuxian there, with a wet washcloth and a glass of water, and 
gratefully he wipes his mouth and then rinses it out. 


He leans back against the vanity, his arms wrapped around his legs, and feels tears slipping 
down his face. 


He realizes, suddenly, that this is the first time he's cried. 


Wei Wuxian makes a sound, something strangled or grasping, and Lan Wangji feels arms 
wrapping around him and he finds himself relaxing into Wei Wuxian's embrace despite 
himself. 


Wei Wuxian is running his fingers through his hair and shuddering and their limbs are tangled 
up together and the bathroom- they're sitting on the bathroom floor!- still smells like Lan 
Wangji's vomit (what had he even vomited? Had he even eaten in the last 24 hours?), but 
somehow it's comforting. 


Wei Wuxian's ratty ancient sweatshirt is soft against Lan Wangji's cheek and even though 
he's crying too (he's been crying ever since he got the phone call about the accident, Lan 
Wangji suspects) he's doing his best to comfort Lan Wangji. 


Finally, Lan Wangji pulls away, feeling wrung out and exhausted. 
“What do we do now?” Wei Wuxian asks. 


“We have to clean out the apartment," Lan Wangji says. “We have to move our stuff in here. 
We might be too busy when the baby comes..." 


“We don't have to do it alone," Wei Wuxian says, suddenly. 
Lan Wangji lifts his head to look at him. 


“We have friends," Wei Wuxian says. “Well, not you, maybe, but I have friends. And A-Sang 
and Mianmian. I mean they had friends who will help. And my siblings.” He pulls out his 
phone and considers it for a moment, or maybe his mind just goes blank for a minute, and 
then he shakes his head and starts typing. 


"Group chat," he explains to Lan Wangji. *I should add you. Do you want to be added?" 


"Okay," Lan Wangji says. A moment later his pocket vibrates. 


“This is the chat we used to use when we had our game night Thursdays," Wei Wuxian says. 
"It's comprehensive. Your brother is on it, even.” 


Lan Wangji pulls his phone out just as it vibrates again. 
Lan Wangji is added to ‘Game night- Lame night 
a notification reads. Then a message pops up. Lan Wangji clicks on it. 


Wuxian: Hey, so I think you've all heard about Mianmian and A-Sang; I asked Jiang 
Cheng to pass along the news. Lan Wangji and I are going to be guardians of their baby 
and we're moving into their new apartment, and there's a lot that needs to be done, 
with making the apartment ready and taking care of the new baby, and it's really 
overwhelming, so if anyone wants to help out, please let us know, we could really use 
your support and help. 


Wei Wuxian looks up at him. “That’s not your usual texting style," he says. They had been on 
Mianmian and A-Sang's wedding group chat together. Trying to decipher Wei Wuxian's texts 
had made him want to scream. 


Wei Wuxian laughs a little. It sounds strained. “It’s kind of too serious a message for that,” he 
says. "Are you surprised I’m actually literate?” 


“No,” Lan Wangji says. “I’m aware you've published a number of papers in high-ranking 
journals." 


Wei Wuxian sighs. “Yeah,” he says. “Fuck, I need to contact my advisor. Luckily I'm on a 
research assistantship so I don't teach and I'm not taking any classes this semester, but we've 
got a number of ongoing research projects...” 


“We’ll figure it out," Lan Wangji says. 
His phone vibrates in his hand and vibrates and vibrates. 
Ningning: I’m free today, Xian-ge. What do you need? 


Jiang Cheng: we are going to have a CONVERSATION but where are you are what do 
you need? 


Wen Qing: I get off at eight. Are you at their place now? 

Xichen: I’m flying in on Friday; I'll be there for the week, happy to do whatever I can 
Xingchen: Song Lan and I are happy to do whatever 

Yanli: A-Xian and A-Ji, where are you? I’m coming right now! 


Wei Wuxian starts crying again. 


Lan Wangji: We're currently at A-Sang and Mianmian's apartment. We could use help 
now if anyone is free. We haven't eaten. 


Yanli: I'll bring food. I'll be there in half an hour. 
Ningning: I’m coming over too! 
Jiang Cheng: should I bring your luggage and some things for Wei Wuxian over? 


Lan Wangji: that would be great, thank you. If you need to, you can use my rental car. 
The keys are on the coffee table. 


Xingchen: Song Lan and I can come and help in the morning. Do you need baby stuff? 
We can pick it up 


Lan Wangji: We'll have to check what supplies they already have, thank you 


Lan Wangji puts down his phone and looks at Wei Wuxian for a moment, then tentatively 
reaches out his hand to brush his hair out of his face. Wei Wuxian looks up at him and 
hiccups. “Sorry,” he whispers. "They're just... they're so nice..." He sniffles and hiccups 
again. Lan Wangji stands up, wobbles a little, and reaches down to take his hand. 


Wei Wuxian stares up at him. 
"Let's get some water," Lan Wangji says. “For your hiccups.” 


Wei Wuxin nods and takes his hand. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Everything starts getting better after this chapter I promise! 


CW at the end 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The evening passes in a rush. Wen Ning arrives, sees Wei Wuxian still crying on the couch 
and immediately wraps himself around his friend, patting his face with a tissue and 
whispering to him. Then Yanli comes in with an enormous tote full of food and bullies Lan 
Wangji and Wei Wuxian into eating while Wen Ning begins to organize the apartment, 
shoving all the mail into a bag for the lawyer, washing the dirty dishes and putting things 
away. 


Jiang Cheng storms in with Lan Wangji's suitcase and a duffel bag full of Wei Wuxian's 
clothes a little later and storms out again to return Lan Wangji’s rental car, then Wen Qing 
arrives with boxes of trash bags and heads into Mianmian and A-Sang's bedroom to start 
sorting through their clothing and bagging it for donation, while Jiang Yanli disappears into 
the nursery and takes inventory and Mo Xuanyu barges in, and helps himself to a container 
full of noodles and starts telling silly stories until Wei Wuxian is laughing hysterically, which 
is kind of a relief from his non-stop crying, and then barges into the bedroom to look through 
A-Sang's clothing because ‘we’re practically the same size and he’s not going to be wearing 
them', which sounds heartless to Lan Wangji, but Wei Wuxian nods seriously, and then Lan 
Wangji is waking up, staring up at Yanli's kind face as she shakes him awake. 


* Ji-di," she says. “Ji-di, you're going to get a backache sleeping like this. Come on." She 
leads him gently to the bathroom and makes him brush his teeth, then brings him to the 
bedroom. 


“I changed the sheets,” she says, softly. “You don’t mind sleeping with A-Xian for the night, 
do you?" 


Lan Wangji does, or part of Lan Wangji does, but it's a tiny part compared to the rest of his 
brain which does not care and just wants to sleep, so he doesn't protest when she pulls the 
covers back and pushes him onto the bed. 


She tucks him in and sits down on the edge of the bed and strokes his hair back. “We’ll be 
back in the morning,” she says, “don’t worry about anything, Ji-di. We're all going to help 
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you. 


Obediently, Lan Wangji drifts off to sleep. 


He wakes up overheated and with an uncomfortable weight on top of him. It takes him a 
moment to remember where he is, but when he does he jerks up. 


“Wei Wuxian!" he exclaims. 


“Ugh,” Wei Wuxian moans, rolling over. “Oh, I have the worst crying hangover. Why do you 
have to be so loud?” 


“You were lying on top of me," Lan Wangji replies, but more quietly. 
“Sorry!” Wei Wuxian exclaims. “I’m a bit of a cuddler. A-Sang always complains about it.” 
“You sleep with A-Sang?" Lan Wangji asks, horrified. 


Wei Wuxian stares at him. “Platonically,” he says, finally, in an exaggerated tone. 
“Seriously? You never shared a bed with anyone platonically? Man, you would have hated 
my childhood. I had to share a bed in half the foster homes I was in, which is technically 
against the law, but you know. And then whenever we visited relatives Jiang Cheng and Yanli 
and I would share beds. Sometimes it was like a clown car, like the adults were just trying to 
see how many kids they would fit into one bed. Then, of course, when I was in college, 
everyone would crash at parties in each other’s beds- completely platonically. A-Sang and I 
went to stay with Mingjue-ge a lot too...” 


Lan Wangji, it turns out, also has a... what had Wei Wuxian called it? A crying hangover. 
“Please stop talking,” he says, resting his head in his hands. 


“I’m just saying," Wei Wuxian says. “I don't know why people make such a big deal out of it 
‘and there was only one bed’. Like you need a bed to fuck...” 


“Please, Wei Wuxian,” Lan Wangji begs. 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says. “I’m... I’m going to find you some painkillers, okay. Are you 
allergic to anything?” 


Lan Wangji shakes his head and then regrets it. 

A moment later, Wei Wuxian is pressing a handful of pills and a glass of water into his hands. 
“Do you drink coffee? Or tea?” Wei Wuxian asks. 

“Tea,” Lan Wangji says. “Green.” 


“PII see what I can do," Wei Wuxian says, and disappears. Lan Wangji doesn’t know if he’s 
back quickly or if he falls asleep again or if his headache has just made time seem to slip 
past, but soon he hears Wei Wuxian’s whispered voice and the sound of a mug being put 
down on one of the side-tables. 


The tea is over-steeped and cold by the time Lan Wangji forces himself to sit up and drink it. 
There are soft voices in the apartment, probably Jiang Yanli, Lan Wangji thinks, and a 
moment later there's a knock on the door. 


*Wei Wuxian says you have a headache,” she says, sitting down on the edge of the bed. “Do 
you think it would help to eat something?" 


Lan Wangji goes to nod, then remembers how much it hurt when he shook his head, so 
instead he forces himself to croak out ‘please’. 


Yanli presses her hand on top of his and disappears. 


She’s back a moment later with a bowl of congee and a cloth napkin and hands it to him, 
sitting down again beside him. “I remember you like more mild foods,” she says, softly, as he 
carefully tastes the congee. *A-Xian was trying to put chili garlic paste in it, but I rescued it 
from him before he could." 


“Thank you," Lan Wangji whispers. 
“I know he can be overbearing,” Yanli says. “But he has a good heart." 
“T know,” Lan Wangji says. 


“It’s going to be really stressful having a newborn,” Yanli says. “A-Xuan and I really love 
each other, but there were times when we were at each other’s throats. We’re all going to try 
to do our best to help you, but when A-Xian gets to be too much, please call me before you 
blow up at him?” 


Lan Wangji looks up at her. 


“I know you probably don't think you blow up at people, but believe me, A-Xian has a talent 
for getting on people's nerves. And you're under so much stress already. So just promise me- 
day or night, when you feel like he's just about to be too much, call me? 


“He’s really sensitive," she adds. “I know he doesn’t seem like it, but he's gone through a lot 
in his life. I just don't want you two to get to a point you can't come back from. Raising a 
child with someone- it's a commitment. Sometimes doing your best includes accepting help 
from others." 


^| promise," Lan Wangji says, finishing the bowl and handing it back to her. 


Yanli smiles down at him, finds his hand again, and squeezes it. “I really like you,” she says. 
“T always have. I’m glad you're joining our family.” 


Lan Wangji opens his mouth to say that he’s not joining their family, but he closes it again. If 
he and Wei Wuxian are Sizhui’s family, and Yanli is Wei Wuxian’s, then she’s also Lan 
Wangji's, isn't she? And her husband and Jiang Cheng and, oh hell, the Wens too, probably. 


“I like you too,” he says softly, squeezing her hand back. 


“Lan Wangji"" Wei Wuxian exclaims, in a whisper. “Are you trying to steal my sister away 
from her husband?! How shocking!" 


“I’m gay," Lan Wangji says dryly. 


“The gays will forgive you for being straight for Yanli. She's the best ever," Wei Wuxian 
says, confidently, resting his hand on his sister's shoulder. “Are you feeling better?" 


“Yes.” 


Wei Wuxian smiles at him. It’s still a shade of his normal smiles, but it’s a nice change from 
the way he looked the day before. 


“Why don't you shower and get dressed?" Yanli suggests. *Xingchen-ge and Lan-ge are 
bringing supplies over for the baby, and we need your input on some things about the 
apartment.” 


Lan Wangji nods, glad to discover his headache has abated, and grabs some fresh clothes, and 
goes into the bathroom. 


“What were you and Wangji talking about so seriously?" Wei Wuxian asks, watching Yanli 
fold the bedding she'd washed. 


“I was telling him that if you ever get on his nerves so much he wants to scream at you that 
he should call me first." 


“Oh, boy," Wei Wuxian says. “What have you gotten yourself into?" 
Yanli looks up at him and smiles. “What do you mean by that?’ she asks. 


“He’s going to be calling you every night and day," Wei Wuxian says. “Lan Wangji and I are 
like... inimical. Like magnets where the same poles are facing each other. Positive to 
positive. Negative to negative" 


"That's a fancy way of saying you don't get along well, right?" Yanli asks. 
Wei Wuxian snorts. 


“Why?” Yanli asks. “You’re both good people. You're both intelligent, caring, kind. 
Mianmian and A-Sang loved both of you. Why can't you get along well?" 


“Well,” Wei Wuxian says. “I’m me and he's him.” 
Yanli laughs. “You’re going to have to be a little more specific,” she says. 


*['m a person who never shuts up," Wei Wuxian says, “and is always cracking jokes, and is 
always teasing people, and is a complete mess, and he’s a person who never speaks, and who 
likes the silence, and doesn’t have a sense of humor, and is a neat freak. So...” 


“He speaks," Yanli says. “And he has a sense of humor. You just need to get better at 
listening." 


“How do you know him so well?" Wei Wuxian asks, narrowing his eyes at her. “I was just 
joking before, but..." 


*Xichen talks about him a lot," Yanli says. 
*Xichen?" Wei Wuxian repeats, surprised. “I didn't know you were friends with him.” 


“Xichen and Mingjue and Wen Qing and I,” Yanli says. “We all got pretty close before Jue-ge 
died. Older siblings," she adds. “And then when Jue-ge died... Xichen went through a really 
hard time." 


“It’s weird to think you have a life without me," Wei Wuxian says. “Talking to people when 
I'm not around." 


Yanli shoves him. “Help me fold this sheet,” she orders. 


Wei Wuxian does, but after a moment he sits back on the couch. “I know this is wrong,” he 
says, “but I keep forgetting they’re dead and then I remember and I feel like an absolute 
asshole laughing and smiling and... And I know, I know, they wouldn’t want me to be sad 
blah blah blah, but I still feel like... I don’t know. Like I’m a bad friend for being happy.” 


Yanli wraps her arms around him, making the pile of towels she'd folded topple over. “All of 
your feelings are valid,” she says. “That sounds like a super normal way to feel.” 


“Ugh, why are you therapizing me? Jiejie!” Wei Wuxian pouts. 
“Professional hazard,” she says with a smile. 


There’s a banging on the door and Wei Wuxian winches and jumps up to let Jiang Cheng in, 
hoping Lan Wangji’s headache has gotten better. 


Jiang Cheng stumbles in, his arms loaded with things. 


“Jiang Cheng!” Wei Wuxian exclaims. “Xingchen and Lan-ge are coming over with baby 
supplies.” 


“Well,” Jiang Chengs says gruffly, “I thought you might need some more.” 


“Disposable diapers?" Wei Wuxian asks. “But Wangji is such a eco-friendly type. What if he 
wants to use reusable diapers?” 


“When he wakes up at three in the morning feeling like he hasn't slept in months and with his 
mouth tasting like something shit in it he'll be glad for any diapers he can get his hands on,” 
Yanli says placidly, sipping at her coffee. “Any that you don’t use you can donate. Oh, that 
reminds me, A-Xian; I sent A-Xuan to the storage unit to get Jin Ling’s old things out. We 
saved most of them in case we decided to have another, but Sizhui might as well use them in 
the meantime.” 


Jiang Cheng stomped off to deposit his bags in the nursery and came back into the living 
room to accept the cup Yanli handed him. 


“What are you guys going to do about sleeping arrangements?” he asks, sipping at his coffee. 


“T don’t know,” Wei Wuxian whines. “He got all mad at me this morning because apparently, 
I was lying half on top of him when he woke up.” 


“You are a clingy cuddler,” Yanli says. “I should have warned him.” 
“I don’t mind sharing a bed," Wei Wuxian says, “but I think he does.” 
Jiang Cheng snorts. 

“What?” Wei Wuxian demands. 


“Of course you don’t mind sharing a bed with ‘the hottest guy you’ve ever seen’,” Jiang 
Cheng says, putting down his cup so he can make the full air quotes. 


“A-Cheng!” Wei Wuxian shout-whispers, his eyes darting to the bathroom door. “Anyway, 
that was years ago?” 


"So you've seen a hotter guy since then?" Jiang Cheng asks, skeptically. 
“T could have," Wei Wuxian replies. 


“No you couldn't," Jiang Cheng says, “because if you had you would have told me all about 
it. In excruciating detail." 


Wei Wuxian rolls his eyes. “Fine. He's still like the hottest guy ever. But we're like platonic 
co-parents now, so..." he sucks in a breath. “Give me some credit. Anyway, what I meant 
about sharing the bed is that we don't have a lot of space and it's just more economical." 


“And you like cuddling, even platonic cuddling,” Yanli says, sweetly. “But, honey, what 
about when you want to have sex? Or he does?” 


“Isn’t having a baby supposed to kill your sex life?" Wei Wuxian asks. 
“Not if you do it right," Yanli says, with a wink. 
“Ewwwwww...” Jiang Cheng and Wei Wuxian say in sync. 


“We could move," Wei Wuxian says. “Rent out the condo and live in a cheaper neighborhood 
so we can afford a larger apartment. Or one of us could sleep in the nursery." He shakes his 
head. “It’s Wangji's decision.” 


“What’s my decision?" Lan Wangji asks, coming out of the bathroom, toweling his hair dry. 


He is still the hottest person Wei Wuxian has ever seen, especially with his hair all tousled 
like that. Fuck. He'd been trying not to think about it. 


“The sleeping arrangements," Wei Wuxian says, hoping he's not blushing. *We were talking 
about possible ideas. I’m fine with sharing a bed, but Yanli here thinks that it's healthy for 
grown adults to have sex lives." 


*Non-asexual grown adults," Jiang Cheng mutters. 


“Fair point," Wei Wuxian says. “Non-asexual grown adults. And you don't seem to be into 
cuddling.” 


“T was surprised to be woken up that way,” Lan Wangji says. “But Yanli-jie may have a 
point.” 


“Oh, Wangji," Wei Wuxian says. “Do you fuck?” 
Lan Wangji stares at him for a moment, then pointedly looks at Yanli. 
“We might be able to fit a twin into the nursery,” she suggests. 


“We should have a conversation about bringing dates over to the apartment when the baby is 
here,” Lan Wangji says, just as Wei Wuxian says, “I think we’re both too tall for a twin.” 


A much more polite knocking at the door and Song Lan comes in, Xingchen following him, 
both of them laden with bags. 


“Hey,” Wei Wuxian says, going over to them. “Let me take those bags from you.” Xingchen 
smiles and holds out his arms so Wei Wuxian can take them, then lets Yanli lead him over to 
the couch. 


Wei Wuxian shoves the bags at Jiang Cheng, who goes to protest, then rolls his eyes and 
stomps off towards the nursery. 


“Would you like a coffee, Xingchen? Lan-ge?" Yanli asks. 

“That would be lovely,” Xingchen says. “Thank you, Yanli. Who's here?" 

“Besides Yanli, Wei Wuxian and Jiang Cheng...” 

“Oh, I knew he was here," Xingchen says, sweetly. “No one stomps quite like Cheng-di.” 
“You must be Lan Wangji?" Song Lan asks. 

“Oh, yeah, sorry," Wei Wuxian says. *Xingchen, Lan-ge, this is Lan Wangji, who I’m going 
to be co-parenting with, I guess. Xichen's brother. Wangji, this is Xingchen, my uncle and his 


partner Song Lan." 


“It’s nice to meet you," Xingchen says, accepting the coffee from Yanli with a warm smile. 
*We've heard so much about you over the years from Mianmian and your brother." 


“Your uncle?" Lan Wangji asks confused. 


“Oh,” Xingchen says, “Xian-di’s mother and I shared a foster mother. Unfortunately, my 
foster mother and Xian-di's mother lost contact before he was orphaned. By the time I 
discovered my foster sister had a son he was already an adult." 


“Tt was still nice to discover I had family, of a sort," Wei Wuxian says. 


“It was nice for me too," Xingchen says. “I thought you desperately needed help, but here we 
are chatting away like old women in a park." 


“We were at rather a low point when I sent that text," Wei Wuxian says. “The Wens and Jie 
and Jiang Cheng came over to help with the apartment last night and everything's a lot better 
now." 


“When’s the baby coming home?" Xingchen asks. 
“In a few hours," Wei Wuxian says. 
"Are you nervous?" Xingchen asks. 


Wei Wuxian nods, then remembers Xingchen is blind and says, “very. I’ve taken care of Jin 
Ling before, but I was always able to give him back! I keep thinking of new ways I could 
screw up a child. I can't even keep a plant alive." 


“Fortunately children are more vocal than plants are," Song Lan says dryly. “I was wondering 
if you wanted me to write the obituaries." 


“Oh!” Wei Wuxian exclaims. “Oh, would you? That would be amazing. I can't even- I kept 
thinking about ways to start it, but then I kept tearing up again. Wangji, do you mind? Or..." 


“I am not good with words," Lan Wangji says. “I would very much appreciate it if you would 
do the honors. Please let me know if you need any information." 


Song Lan nods. “It’s the least I can do,” he says. “If you don’t need help, I should go work on 
that. Are you ready to go, A-Chen?" 


Xingchen smiles and nods. “It was nice meeting you,” he says in Lan Wangji’s general 
direction. “Xian-di, I will come over and watch your baby whenever you want.” Then he 
cackles. “‘ Watch’ in the metaphorical sense of course." 


Wei Wuxian laughs obediently, though he rolls his eyes. 


“Don’t roll your eyes at me!” Xingchen says, still laughing, as Song Lan helps him off the 
couch and leads him over to the door. 


Jin Zixuan is an unpleasant pompous peacock who was unforgivably mean to Yanli when 
they first started dating, but he’s rich and useful and will do anything Yanli asks him to, like 
drive over the George Washington twice in one day to fetch box after box of Jin Ling’s old 
baby things and bring them up to the apartment (which is a walk-up with the narrowest stairs 


ever), and then drive around in circles for half an hour until it's time to go to the hospital to 
pick up the baby. 


The car is a compact, of course, and with the baby seat installed it only really fits three, so Jin 
Zixuan and Jiang Cheng stay at the apartment making awkward small talk while Yanli and 
Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji go to fetch the baby. 


Wei Wuxian barely stops himself from gasping when he sees the baby again. It had only been 
a day, but he'd forgotten how precious he was. 


Yanli immediately starts cooing over him. 


“A-Zhui!” she gushes, reverently touching his delicate little hands, “I’m your Aunt Li! Aren't 
you the most adorable little thing ever?" 


The baby stares up at her adoringly, as he should. Wei Wuxian knows the baby can't really 
focus his eyes yet, but it's hard not to imagine that he stares up at Yanli and falls in love. 


The nurse, who is cold and heartless, cuts in and tells them that there's paperwork to do 
before they can take the baby home. Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji exchange a look and then 
Lan Wangji goes to do the paperwork because Lan Wangji is so obviously the responsible 
one in this co-parenting relationship. 


Lan Wangji is sleep-deprived, overwhelmed, still coming to terms with the idea that he's lost 
his best friend, co-parenting a newborn, and overwhelmingly attracted to Wei Wuxian. 


It was not one of the problems he'd anticipated when he'd agreed to co-parent and be 
roommates with the man. Sure Wei Wuxian was... there wasn't a good word for it. 
Handsome. Beautiful. Like a ray of sunshine piercing the clouds. Blindingly bright like 
freshly fallen snow reflecting the noon-day sun. 


He'd known that since the first time he'd seen him, in group selfies Mianmian had sent them 
back when she was in college with him. Before he'd even known Wei Wuxian's name he'd 
noticed him, his bright smile, the way he seemed to radiate joy. Every time she sent a group 
selfie he'd search the crowd for him, pinching irritatedly at the phone screen until his grainy 
face took up the whole thing. 


A few weeks after he first saw him in one of Mianmian's group photos, she'd sent him a 
picture of herself and Wei Wuxian alone, Mianmian almost a head shorter than him, leaning 
her head against his shoulder. 


Me and A-Xian! Mianmian had sent with the photos. 


A-Xian, Lan Wangji had repeated to himself. Mianmian had told him about A-Xian, things 
like *I honestly don't know how he does it- it's so infuriating; he'll stay up all night gaming 
or drinking or something and then waltz into a test not having studied at all and get such a 
good score he sets the curve so high no one else can get anything better than a *B'. Everyone 


hates him" and “Oh my god, you won't believe the crazy stunt A-Xian did yesterday" and 
“T’m so glad A-Xian was there because I got soooooo drunk and I don't know if I would have 
gotten home if it wasn't for him." 


And then they'd met and Wei Wuxian had immediately begun trying to figure out how to 
press Lan Wangji's buttons, deliberately being rude, getting too close, flirting so outrageously 
his friends kept scolding him and laughing. 


*A-Xian is such a flirt," Mianmian had said once before he'd even met him. “It’s like he's in 
a contest with himself to see what the most outrageous compliment he can give is." 


He'd wondered, later, if she'd been trying to warn him. 


If Wei Wuxian by himself was the most beautiful thing Lan Wangji had ever seen, Wei 
Wuxian with a baby is devastating. It constantly catches Lan Wangji off-guard. He'll come 
back from mixing the formula or doing the laundry and Wei Wuxian will be snuggling the 
baby, babbling baby talk to him, and tickling his little belly, and he'll look up at Lan Wangji 
and smile and Lan Wangji will be swamped by a feeling of... desire? Attraction? Awe? 
Wanton lust?... so powerful he's surprised it doesn't knock him right over. 


Thank god they aren't sharing a bed any longer. Lan Wangji would not have been able to 
handle waking up with Wei Wuxian lying on top of him again. 


After the first night of them both being woken up every time the baby needed to be fed, Lan 
Wangji had ordered a twin bed and set it up in the nursery and they'd taken turns sleeping on 
it and taking care of the baby while the other (theoretically) got a good night's sleep. 


Wei Wuxian had been right; they were both too tall for the small bed, but he's too tired to 
care most nights. Too tired to care about that small discomfort or the fact that the pillows of 
whatever bed he's in smell like Wei Wuxian or the fact that when Wei Wuxian feeds the baby 
he tends to sing very inappropriate songs too loudly. 


Wei Wuxian has a beautiful singing voice. 


The days until the funeral pass in a rush of diapers and middle of the night feedings and Lan 
Wangji and Wei Wuxian taking a crash course in trying to live together. Yanli has organized a 
rotation of people to come by the apartment. They can't come too close to the baby because 
his immune system isn't functioning yet, but they clean the kitchen and do the laundry and 
supply them with food and Lan Wangji is eternally grateful to every one of them. 


The funeral is on Saturday and Lan Wangji dresses the baby in white and they go and sit in 
the front of the funeral hall. It's packed with people; every chair is taken and people stand 
along the back. Lan Wangji tries not to grip the baby too tightly as people- his brother, Wen 


Qing, one of Mianmian's co-workers speak about how much they loved and will miss 
Mianmian and A-Sang. 


Wei Wuxian started crying before the funeral even began and he's still crying when he goes 
up to the podium and tells the story of how he first met Nie Huaisang on their first day of 
college, how'd they gotten lost trying to find a classroom and had somehow both ended up in 
an ancient mildewy basement and then the light had gone out and they'd both shrieked and 
grabbed hold of each other, and, because Lan Wangji had known he was never going to be 
able to do it himself and Wei Wuxian, who blindsides Lan Wangji with kindness on a daily 
basis now, had volunteered to read it for him, he reads the letter Lan Wangji had written 
about how Mianmian had called him up and told him he was going to be an uncle and how 
that was the best thing that had ever happened to him. 


*Wangji and I both promised to be good uncles,” Wei Wuxian says, after he finishes the 
letter, “and I want you to know that we're going to keep that promise and be the best uncles 
and parents to Sizhui that we can be." 


When Wei Wuxian comes back, not even trying to wipe away his tears anymore, Lan Wangji 
takes his hand and squeezes it, and says ‘thank you." 


Then a projection screen comes down and the funeral director airs a video A-Sang and 
Mianmian had shot a few months after Mianmian had learned she was pregnant. 


“This feels silly," A-Sang says, so alive it almost hurts to look at him. 
Mianmian looks at him and smiles. *Come on,” she says. “Just in case." 


“Okay,” A-Sang grins at the camera. “Hi. If you're watching this, we're dead. Uh, wow, sorry 
to be so callus; you're probably not in the mood for jokes right now." 


Mianmian laughs. “We’re supposed to be serious!” she says. 
“T know, I know,” A-Sang says. 


Mianmian looks at the camera. “We just wanted to say thank you to everyone. For two 
orphans we've been so surrounded by love and joy and kindness. We've been so so lucky to 
have had you all in our lives, and we're so sorry we're not there anymore for you." 


A-Sang pats her hand. 


“A-Xian and A-Ji," Mianmian says, “I know you're going to take care of our little baby so 
well. A-Ji, don't get too obsessive over what they say on parenting blogs, and don't worry too 
much over whether you're doing it right. I know our little baobai is going to be safe and 
healthy and well educated with you around." 


“And A-Xian,” A-Sang says, “we know you're going to make sure he's happy and loved. We 
love all of you, and are so glad fate brought us together in this lifetime, and hope we meet 
again in lifetimes to come." 


When the lights brighten again, Lan Wangji realizes he's sobbing. Jiang Cheng presses a pack 
of tissues into his hand. On the other side of him, Wei Wuxian seems to have collapsed into 
his sister. 


They'd argued over bringing the baby to the funeral. Lan Wangji had been against it because 
of airborne pathogens. Wei Wuxian had argued that the baby shouldn't miss his parents’ 
funeral. 


“He’s too young to remember!" Lan Wangji had said. 


“That’s not the important thing,” Wei Wuxian had replied, with so much emotion Lan Wangji 
had wondered if this was really about him and his parents dying so young, and he gives in. 
They'll take the baby, they agree, to the funeral, but not to the reception. 


So when the funeral is over, Jin Zixuan (who has been roped into being their chauffeur again) 
goes to get his car, and Wei Wuxian stands next to Lan Wangji awkwardly on the curb while 
he waits. His eyes are so red they're nearly swollen shut. 


“Thank you," Lan Wangji says after they've been standing there in awkward silence for a 
number of minutes. *For speaking for me," he adds, when Wei Wuxian blinks at him, 
confused. 


In Lan Wangji's arms, the baby fusses a little. It's almost time for his bottle. 


“Of course," Wei Wuxian says. “Thank you for taking care of the baby. I know you probably 
did not want to go to the reception..." 


“No,” Lan Wangji says. “It was nice to see how many people loved them, but...” 


“Yeah,” Wei Wuxian says. He scratches his neck absently. He's wearing the suit Nie Mingjue 
had bought him when he graduated from college, six years ago. It's a little small for him now, 
straining around the shoulders. “Look, I'll text you when I’m on my way home. Okay?” 


Jin Zixuan and Lan Wangji don't say much when Jin Zixuan drives them home. Lan Wangji 
straps the baby into the car seat and sits next to him and Jin Zixuan mutters a little about the 
other drivers. 


"Thank you," Lan Wangji says, when they pull up to the curb, unbuckling first himself, then 
the car seat. 


“Of course,” Jin Zixuan says. 


Lan Wangji hesitates. “Thank you also for being okay with Yanli helping out so much," he 
says. “Not that she needs your permission, just I know it’s probably really hard for you with 
her being gone so much, and Jin Ling...” 


Jin Zixuan nods. “I don't mind,” he says. “I can't imagine... having a newborn is hard 
enough but under these circumstances... I told her she should do whatever she can to help 
you out." 


"Thank you," Lan Wangji says again, and pulls himself out of the car and the car seat, Sizhui 
asleep inside it, after him. 


Wei Wuxian gets home late, stinking of alcohol and woozy and Lan Wangji tries not to mind. 
He's in pain, he reminds himself. 


“TIl take care of the baby tonight,” he tells him. 

“But you were on baby duty last night," Wei Wuxian objects. 

“You can't take care of the baby when you're drunk!” Lan Wangji exclaims. 
“Woah,” Wei Wuxian says, holding up his hands. “I’m not drunk.” 

Lan Wangji covers his face with his hands. He's so tired. “Go to bed,” he says. 


“A-ji!” Wei Wuxian whines. His breath is like being hit in the face with a bottle of tequila. 
(Or something alcoholic. Look, Lan Wangji doesn't know his liqueurs, okay?) 


“Wei Wuxian,” Lan Wangji replies. “Please. Please go take a shower and go to bed." 
“Tt’s not fair!" Wei Wuxian is still whining. “It’s my turn.” 
“You can owe me," Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian tilts his head and gets that look in his eye he used to get before saying something 
outrageous. Lan Wangji hasn't seen it since A-Sang and Mianmian's wedding. He hasn't 
missed it. 


“Owe you what, gege?" he asks, his voice low and silky, stepping even closer. 
Lan Wangji turns his face away, closes his eyes, swallows heavily. 

He doesn t mean it, he doesn t mean it, he doesn t mean it, he reminds himself. 
He's saved by the baby crying. 


Lan Wangji turns away from Wei Wuxian, strides into the nursery, and slams the door shut 
behind him. 


The next morning Wei Wuxian mopes around, his shoulders slumped, avoiding eye contact 
with Lan Wangji. He pours himself a bowl of cereal and eats it without taking his eyes away 
from the phone clutched in his hand. Suddenly he snorts and sits up. 


“T’ve got to go into the lab,” he says, still not looking at Lan Wangji. “Will you be okay here 
by yourself?" 


“My brother is coming over soon," Lan Wangji reminds him. 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says. “Good.” He flies around the apartment, stuffing things- a water 
bottle, a handful of granola bars, an umbrella- into a tattered old backpack but pauses with his 
hand on the door. 


He turns and looks at Lan Wangji, feeding the baby on the couch, then crosses the room to 
them and squats down in front of them and takes the baby's tiny hand between his fingers. 
“Bye little melon,” he says. “You be good for Uncle Ji, okay? I'll see you later. Don’t miss 
me too much." And he kisses the little hand. Devastating. 


“Ah, Wangji," he says, standing. “I guess I'll be back before dinner. If there's anything you 
need me to pick up, just text, okay?" 


He twists one hand in his backpack straps, nods once to himself, and slips out the door. 


Lan Wangji feels like all the air has been sucked from the apartment. 


Xichen arrives just as Lan Wangji's putting the baby down for a nap. His arms are full of 
presents for the baby and he drops them all and wraps his arms around Lan Wangji. His smell 
reminds Lan Wangji of when they were little and Lan Wangji used to sneak into his bed in the 
middle of the night, until his uncle told them they were too old to share a bed. 


Xichen strokes Lan Wangji's hair for a moment before Lan Wangji lets go and steps back. 
“The baby's asleep," he says. “Can I make you some tea?" 


Xichen nods. “How are you holding up?” he asks softly, following Lan Wangji into the 
kitchen. 


Lan Wangji doesn't know how to answer so he occupies himself with filling the kettle and 
looking for the looseleaf tea. 


“The funeral was... moving," Xichen says. 
Lan Wangji nods. 
“Tt was nice of Wuxian to speak for you," Xichen says. 


Lan Wangji nods again, takes out a teapot- A-Sang's. Everything here is A-Sang's and 
Mianmian's. All of Lan Wangji's stuff is back in DC, most of Wei Wuxian's is in his 
apartment with Jiang Cheng. He constantly feels like he's trespassing like he should be 
asking for permission. 


"Are you two getting along okay?" Xichen asks. 


Lan Wangji measures the tea into the pot. 
“For the most part,” he says. 


Xichen narrows his eyes at him. He's always known how to read Lan Wangji. “It must be 
difficult..." he begins. 


"Everything is difficult," Lan Wangji interrupts. 
Xichen sighs. “I know, didi," he says. “I’m sorry.” 
Lan Wangji nods. People keep saying that to him. I’m sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. 


He pours the boiling water from A-Sang's electric kettle into A-Sang's nice teapot over A- 
Sang's tea leaves, then brings it over to A-Sang and Mianmian's table with a pair of A-Sang's 
delicate teacups and sets the timer to tell him when it's steeped properly. 


They wait in silence. Brother knows how to wait Lan Wangji out. He occupies himself with 
studying the apartment, looking at the paintings on the walls, the knickknacks and books on 
the shelves. A-Sang and Mianmian's paintings, their knickknacks, their books, their shelves. 


Lan Wangji's phone vibrates and he pours the tea. 


They're almost all of the way through the pot when Wen Ning arrives, a brown bag full of 
takeout containers hanging from one arm. 


Thank god, Lan Wangji thinks, as Wen Ning and Xichen greet each other warmly and Xichen 
begins to make small talk about Wen Ning's studies and his sister and if he's still into 
roleplaying games and so on. 


“Oh, A-Yao had to go back to LA this morning," Xichen says. *He's a busy man, you 
know?" 


Lan Wangji goes to check on the baby, and even though he's fast asleep he stays there for 
several long minutes, sitting on the bed beside the crib and staring at him. He grinds the 
palms of his hands into his eyes and goes back into the living room. 


“You look exhausted," Xichen says when he emerges. “Do you want to go take a nap? I'll 
help Wen Ning do the laundry." 


Lan Wangji goes back into the nursery and lays down on the bed, but instead of taking a nap 
he pulls out his phone and opens his messenger app. There's a thread with Xichen, a thread 
with Xichen and Uncle, the thread Wei Wuxian added him a few days ago, and below that his 
thread with Mianmian. 


He clicks on it. The last thing Mianmian had sent him had been: 


Mianmian: Crossing my fingers that this will be the day I spawn! 


It had been two hours before she died, he notices. 


He scrolls down. There are pictures of her baby bump, complaints about pregnancy, 
excitement about the baby, images of the nursery Lan Wangji is currently in. A-Sang had 
stenciled birds all around the molding and there was a picture of him splattered with paint 
and looking very pleased with himself. 


It doesn't make sense that she could be dead. He's been thinking that for almost a week now. 
He keeps waiting and waiting and waiting for it to make sense and it keeps not making sense. 


The baby stirs in the crib. It's not time for his bottle yet, so Lan Wangji picks him up and lays 
down with him in the crook of his arm. The baby sighs and stuffs his fist in his mouth. 


In the other room, he can hear his brother and Wen Ning talking quietly to each other. 


Lan Wangji's phone vibrates and for a moment he feels the faintest flicker of hope that it's 
Mianmian telling him that this was a mistake or a horrible elaborate prank. 


Wei Wuxian: I’m really sorry last night 


Wei Wuxian: I should have been more responsible and I know I made you 
uncomfortable and I was a huge asshole 


Wei Wuxian: I won't get drunk like that again I promise. 
Lan Wangji: It is okay for you to get drunk, but perhaps with prior arrangements first? 


Lan Wangji: Next time, I mean. I know you were really upset after the funeral. It is very 
forgivable. 


Wei Wuxian: Of course- thank you for being understanding. 

Wei Wuxian: About being drunk I mean 

Wei Wuxian: But I also want to know I’m really sorry for making you uncomfortable 
Wei Wuxian: I won't do it again 

Lan Wangji doesn't know what to say. Finally he types: 

Lan Wangji: Okay 

Lan Wangji: Thank you for apologizing 


The baby wriggles and little and the unmistakable scent of shit wafts in the air. Lan Wangji 
sighs and gets out of bed. 


Chapter End Notes 


CW: a funeral, WWX getting drunk, WWX making LWJ uncomfortable and then 
apologizing for it 


Snippet from next week: 

“You owe me a beer after this," Jiang Cheng tells his brother. 
“Me?” Wei Wuxian demands. “These are all Wangji's things." 
*Well he's your baby daddy," Jiang Cheng says. 


Wei Wuxian laughs so hard he has to put down the box he's carrying, blocking the 
stairwell. “Oh my god,” he gasps. “Wangji! You kind of are, aren't you? Like because 
we're platonically raising a baby together...” 

It is very clear to Lan Wangji that there is no way he is going to escape a future where 
Wei Wuxian doesn't refer to him as his baby daddy at every possible opportunity. 


He sighs and figures he might as well embrace it. “You are also my baby daddy,” he 
says. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


This begin to get happier and more pining from here! 


CW for this chapter: discussion of Chinese names vs English names for Chinese- 
Americans. Mentions of heteronormativity and misogyny. The immense pressure put on 
parents to be perfect despite completely contradictory information about how to achieve 
that. 


Me yet again trying to make 'Lan Zhan' and 'Wei Ying' nicknames they give each other. 


Sometimes your characters have bad takes on things because they're flawed because 
they're human. 


When Wei Wuxian gets back to the apartment, Lan Xichen is there, holding the baby in his 
lap. He looks so much like Lan Wangji that for a moment Wei Wuxian is confused, but then 
Lan Xichen looks up and smiles and suddenly they don't look alike at all. 


Wei Wuxian knows what Lan Wangji's smiles look like now- he smiles at the baby, a 
softening of his face, a little upturn of the corners of his mouth. It hits Wei Wuxian in the gut 
every time he sees it. Xichen's smiles, always so warm and kind and welcoming, can't 
compare. 


“Hey, Xian-di,” Xichen says. 
“Xichen-ge,” Wei Wuxian replies. 


He looks over at the kitchen area, where Lan Wangji is occupied cooking something. He 
looks up at Wei Wuxian for a moment and nods, then goes back to cooking. 


Wei Wuxian feels something tighten inside his chest. 
He goes over and sits next to Xichen and accepts the baby from him. 


Xichen is good at small talk, at making people feel comfortable. Wei Wuxian wonders idly 
how one family could have produced such very different people as he answers the usual 
questions about how his Ph.D. program is going. 


Lan Wangji comes and sets the table, brings out bowls of rice and the dishes he's cooked and 
Wei Wuxian settles the sleeping baby in his crib, checking the baby monitor, then goes to join 
the brothers. 


They eat in silence for the most part, and then sit around picking at the food for a while 
longer, until Xichen says “Wangji and I were talking about maybe, while I’m on the East 
Coast, if I go down to DC with him and help him pack up his apartment." 


He says this in a way that makes Wei Wuxian think that Lan Xichen had done all the talking 
while Lan Wangji had done whatever he does when he doesn't talk. Stew? Silently object? 


He glances over at Lan Wangji, who's looking down at his empty bowl. 
“Yeah,” Wei Wuxian says. “That seems reasonable." 


“Yanli says you can stay with her if you want to," Lan Wangji says suddenly. “So you don't 
have to be alone with the baby for so long." 


Wei Wuxian nods. “Yeah,” he says again. 
They sit in silence for a moment longer. 
“I don't have to go," Lan Wangji says. “If you're not comfortable with...” 


“No, I mean, you should," Wei Wuxian says. Why is this so awkward? Why is everything 
with Lan Wangji so awkward? Sometimes Wei Wuxian just wants to scream and throw things 
at him just to get a reaction. “Xichen is right- you should have someone help you. I can't help 
you, not with the baby..." He laughs, or makes some sound that kind of resembles a laugh. 
“It’s not like you can just abandon all your stuff there...” 


Lan Wangji nods and stands and begins to collect the dishes. 


Wei Wuxian is feeding the baby when Xichen sits down on the couch beside him. It's weird, 
he thinks; he should know Xichen so much better than he knows Lan Wangji. When Xichen 
moved to the city, Mianmian had invited him into their friend group as a favor to Lan Wangji 
and Xichen had quickly become friends with Yanli and Mingjue. He'd come to a lot of their 
game nights and parties and his current partner, Meng Yao, was Jin Zixuan's half-brother. 


And yet Wei Wuxian always feels like he's more of an acquaintance, someone kind and 
helpful but distant. 


*He's such a cute baby,” Xichen says. “I’m really impressed with how you and Wangji 
stepped up to the plate." 


Wei Wuxian almost holds his breath waiting for Xichen to tell him that he's worried about 
Wangji or ask him to take care of him or give him some kind of shovel talk, but he sighs and 
sinks back a little instead. Xichen doesn't have the rigid posture Lan Wangji does, but he 
doesn't usually slouch either. 


“It’s so hard,” he says. “First Jue-ge, now A-Sang and Mianmian." 


Wei Wuxian nods. 


He waits for Xichen to say something else, like *it will get easier with time,' but they just sit 
in silence instead. 


Xichen and Wangji leave early the next morning, and Wei Wuxian packs his duffel of things, 
then the baby's duffel of things, then lugs the baby in his car seat and the two duffels down to 
the sidewalk to wait for the car Jin Zixuan sent to pick them up. 


He and the driver spend way too much time trying to install the car seat properly and end up 
with something Lan Wangji definitely wouldn't have considered sufficient, but they're just 
going over the river to Jersey City, and Wei Wuxian will be right there to grab the car seat if 
it comes undone. 


The baby stops crying in the middle of the ride and nothing Wei Wuxian can think of calms 
him, and so he just has to sit there and listen while he wails and wails and the car edges 
forwards in the endless traffic of the city and Wei Wuxian honestly can't blame him. Big 
mood. Big, big mood. 


Yanli comes and greets them and takes the baby and he stops crying immediately of course, 
because Yanli 1s the source of all good in this world, while the driver brings the duffel bags 
and car seat to the front door. 


Yanli gets them situated in the guest room, where Yanli's already installed a crib, and then 
they go and find Jin Ling, who is deeply involved in a game involving two stuffed toy dogs, a 
platoon of green army men, a very nice toy airplane, and a rug with a pattern on it meant to 
look like a neighborhood with streets winding through it. Wei Wuxian thinks he might 
remember having a similar one when he was a child, maybe, at one of the foster homes he'd 
stayed in. 


“A-Ling,” Yanli says, *your Uncle Xian is here with your new cousin." 


The toddler looks up at Wei Wuxian and the baby for a moment and then, deeply 
unimpressed, returns to his game. 


Yanli smiles. *He's gotten so contrary,” she says, fondly. “He was so excited you were 
coming and asked a million questions about the baby and now look at him." 


Wei Wuxian tries not to feel hurt. Toddlers are toddlers, after all. 


The baby has fallen asleep in Yanli's arms. Wei Wuxian checks the time- two hours until his 
next feeding. 


Yanli looks up at him and smiles. “My tired boys,” she says, petting Wei Wuxian’s head as if 
she doesn’t have to get up on her tiptoes to do it. “Why don’t you two go and take a nap?” 


Wei Wuxian nods and kisses her on the cheek and goes back to the guest room. 


It's hard sleeping on the extremely comfortable guest bed. He keeps thinking about Lan 
Wangji, about how he came onto him in such a cringy way and had freaked poor Wangji out 
so much he'd fled. 


Fled the state, maybe, he thinks, though judging by the way the interaction the night before 
had gone, he's willing to bet that it had been Xichen's idea. He wonders about the brothers; 
he'd gotten the impression they were close, from things Xichen and Yanli and Mianmian had 
said, but they'd seemed so stiff and uncomfortable around each other. 


He tries to put it out of his mind, to will himself to fall asleep, but even though he's bone- 
tired his mind won't stop whirling and whirling, worrying about Lan Wangji and the baby 
and his research and always coming back to and coming back to and coming back to 
Mianmian and A-Sang's deaths. 


Xichen is a shark that has scented blood and Lan Wangji doesn't know how to ask him to 
leave it alone. 


He'd been there the first time Lan Wangji and Wei Wuxian had met, when Lan Wangji had 
come to the city to visit him and Mianmian and they'd gone out to dinner with some of their 
friends. 


Xichen had looked at Lan Wangji and then at Wei Wuxian and then back at Lan Wangji and 
had raised his eyebrows. He'd teased and schemed since then, asking Lan Wangji if he had 
kept in contact with Wei Wuxian, trying to throw them together the few times they'd all been 
in the same city. “Wangji and Xian-di should go get the food,” he'd say. “Wangji and Xian-di 
wouldn't mind sharing a hotel room," and, *Why don't you sit here, next to Xian-di?" 


He'd even tried to rope Yanli into it, but she'd smiled kindly and suggested that it would be 
best to leave them to figure things out themselves, because Yanli, as Wei Wuxian says, is the 
literal best. 


It hadn't been that annoying. Just typical big brother stuff. But that was when Lan Wangji and 
Wei Wuxian lived hundreds of miles apart and Wei Wuxian had been as irritating as he'd 
been beautiful. 


Now, though. 


Xichen talks about things Wangji doesn't care about, telling Wangji about his job and his 
relationship with Meng Yao and them thinking about getting a dog. Meng Yao seems like a 
lapdog kind of person, Wangji thinks. One of those tightly wound poodles. He doesn't tell his 
brother this. 


They make it to the airport and through security and check-in before Xichen finally says 
something. 


“So, Wei Wuxian...” he begins. 

Lan Wangji sighs. *Xichen," he says. “Can you not?" 
Xichen blinks. 

^['m not going to tease you about it," he says. 

Lan Wangji raises his eyebrows in disbelief. 


“Tt just must be hard," Xichen says. “Having had a crush on him for so long and now living 
with him and raising a baby together...” 


“I have not have had a crush on him for 'so long," Lan Wangji says because it's true. “I 
merely found him attractive. He is an attractive person. This is an objective truth." 


Xichen rolls his eyes. “I’m just saying if you want to talk about it...” 

“T do not,” Lan Wangji says. 

“In the future, then," Xichen says. “Wangji, you don’t have to suffer in silence." 

^| am suffering," Lan Wangji says, “right now.” 

Xichen blinks and then huffs out a laugh. “Fine,” he says. “Fine. I’m shutting up now." 


Lan Wangji gives him a skeptical look and he laughs again. 


Xichen, to his surprise and relief, doesn't bring it up again and slowly the tension between 
them lessens. Still, the trip is miserable. Lan Wangji has never been a hoarder, but he's got a 
lot of books and notes and plants and things he discovers he doesn't want to get rid of, even if 
there will be duplicates. 


“You should make the apartment yours," Brother advises, as Lan Wangji is fretting over 
which kitchen things to give away and which to take with him. “You shouldn't live in a 
memorial to Mianmian and A-Sang." 


"Sizhui will want his parents' things," Lan Wangji says. 
^He'll want a few of his parents’ things. But too much is a burden, not a gift." 


Brother knows, of course. Uncle had dumped all of their parents" stuff into a storage locker 
and given Xichen the key when he was eighteen. 


Lan Wangji nods, goes back to trying to make decisions. Which dishes does he love and 
which does he not mind getting rid of? Will he ever really read this book again? In the closet 
there are clothes that are too small or out of fashion or that aren't really his style anymore. He 
wants to throw everything away so he doesn't have to decide, wants to drive back to New 


York and cuddle the baby and listen to Wei Wuxian blather on and on about some 
meaningless topic until he doesn't feel this anymore, whatever this is. 


Brother drags him out of the apartment to get food, forces him to make decisions, packs 
things into boxes, calls Goodwill to arrange for them to pick up the things they don't want. 
Wangji keeps too many blankets and books and plants and throws away too much food. 


Wei Wuxian texts him pictures of the baby sleeping and nursing and in the bath and dressed 
in a onesie with a hood and little bunny ears and he texts him updates on how much the baby 
ate and when the baby pooped and what color and texture it was and how long he slept for. 
(Wei Wuxian is unaccountably fascinated by how the baby's poop had changed over time. 
Lan Wangji assumes that it's a biologist thing.) 


Brother catches him smiling at pictures of Wei Wuxian holding the baby and gives him an 
irritatingly knowing look. 


The day before they load up the U-Haul and drive it up the coast, Lan Wangji goes into his 
office. 


“Connor!” one of his team members cries as he steps off the elevator. He's a short, stout man 
named Neal who really likes slapping people on the shoulder. It had taken months for Lan 
Wangji to train him out of it. 


“Wow, big changes in your life, huh, buddy?" Neal asks, following him to his desk. Other 
people drift over to join them; Katie, who just got married and is fresh out of her masters, 
Edward, who is annoyingly obsessed with paleo diets and bragging about long-distance 
running, Nick, whose desk is covered in anime figurines, and Lan Wangji's favorite, Surya, 
who sits next to Lan Wangji in meetings and makes sarcastic comments under her breath. 


“I’m sorry about your friends," Katie says, as Lan Wangji packs his things into a box. 

"Are you moving to the New York office?" Edward asks. 

“T am still discussing this with HR,” Lan Wangji says. 

“I know some of the bigwigs over there," Neal boasts. “I could put in a good word for you." 
“I do not think that will be necessary," Lan Wangji says, “but thank you for the offer.” 


When Lan Wangji is done, which doesn't take long (he's not the kind of person to decorate 
his desk), Katie disappears for a moment, then comes back holding a bag. 


“We thought a baby shower or a leaving party might be a little over the top,” she says, 
holding it out, “considering the circumstances, but we wanted to give you something as a 
leaving present and for the new baby. Just so you know how much we appreciated working 
with you, and our best wishes for your future." 


Despite himself, Lan Wangji is touched. “Thank you,” he says, accepting the bag. “I will 
miss working on this team as well. You are all very competent professionals." 


Katie hides a smile. 


Brother plays Taylor Swift all the way up 95, singing along and tapping his hands on the 
steering wheel. “What?” he asks when Lan Wangji gives him a look. “I’m not ashamed of 
being a basic bitch. We can't all be stoic tsunderes." 


“I’m not a tsundere,” Wangji mutters. “Taylor Swift gay-baits her fans and claims to be a 
feminist while undermining other female artists.” 


Brother snorts. “Reading a few Slate articles doesn’t make you an expert on pop culture, you 
know,” he says. 


“Vox,” Wangji mutters. 
“Switch it then,” Brother says. “Oh, put on Ke$ha.” 
“I can't believe you're related to me," Wangji grumbles but switches the music to Blackpink. 


“What’s your problem with Ke$ha?” Brother says. You're not going to tell me you read a 
Vox article about her as well?" 


Lan Wangji doesn't answer. He doesn't have a problem with Ke$ha, it’s just not his style. 


“Oh, I know,” Brother says. “You secretly like all those white indie bands from Seattle, don't 
you? Sufjan Stevens or whatever?” 


“Sufjan Stevens isn’t from Seattle,” Lan Wangi says. 


Brother laughs. “You can’t bitch about my musical tastes and then listen to depressed white 
boys playing sad songs about how tragic their lives are.” 


Lan Wangji looks out the window pointedly. It would have had more of an effect if Brother 
hadn't been focused on the road. 


“T guess it's a nice change from the boy bands you liked in middle school," Brother says. 
Lan Wangji looks at him sharply. 


*Does Wei Wuxian know about your NSYNC phase?" Brother asks. *Does he know you had 
a signed Timberlake poster?" 


"Brother," Lan Wangji begins. 
*Does he know how devastated you were when they broke up?' 


“You were obsessed with the Backstreet boys!" Lan Wangji exclaims. 


“Yeah, but I’m not ashamed of it," Brother says, smugly. “I told you- I have embraced being 
a basic bitch.” 


"You're going to use this as blackmail, aren't you?" Lan Wangji says. 
“Only if I need to,” Brother says. 

“What does that mean?!’ Lan Wangji demands. 

Brother shrugs. 

“Meng Yao is a bad influence on you," Lan Wangji mutters. 

He switches the music back to Taylor Swift. 


Brother laughs and starts singing along again. 


Wei Wuxian and Wen Ning and Jiang Cheng and Yanli are at the apartment when they get 
there and Yanli looks after the baby while they unload the UHaul. 


“Where are we going to put all this?” Wei Wuxian wonders, as boxes pile up in the living 
room, but then he catches Lan Wangji's expression and he smiles. “It’s okay," he says. “We’ll 
figure it out." 


“You’ve got to move your stuff in here too,” Jiang Cheng reminds him, dropping a box that is 
clearly labeled ‘fragile’ with a distressing amount of force. 


“I know,” Wei Wuxian says, calmly. “It’s chill- we'll get rid of some stuff. We've got to make 
it our home, right?” 


Lan Wangji had given all his furniture to Goodwill and the largest items are his electric piano 
and his guqin, which Wei Wuxian exclaims in delight over. *Mianmian always used to go on 
about your playing,” he says. “I’ve always wanted to hear it. I play the dizi, you know." 


“Horribly,” Jiang Cheng says, putting a box full of books on the box marked fragile. Lan 
Wangji waits until his back is turned to dart over and move it. 


*He's tone-deaf,” Wei Wuxian says, sticking his tongue out at his brother’s back. “I was 
pretty decent, I think. My teacher was always convincing me to join those, you know, 
demonstrations of traditional instrument things, but I was always too busy?" 


“Doing what?" Lan Wangji asks, descending the stairs behind him. 


Wei Wuxian shrugs. “Playing soccer, watching cartoons, running around in the woods behind 
our house pretending to go for adventures." 


“Nearly drowning four times," Jiang Cheng, ahead of him adds. 


“It was only two times," Wei Wuxian argues. 
“Falling out of trees," Jiang Cheng says. 
“I only fell out of one tree," Wei Wuxian says. 


“Two,” Jiang Cheng corrects. “You broke your arm once and got a concussion the other 
time." 


“That wasn't a tree," Wei Wuxian says. “It was a tree-fort.” He looks back at Lan Wangji and 
smiles up at him. *We should think about moving to the suburbs when Sizhui is older," he 
says, "every kid should get a childhood like that." 


"Getting severely injured and nearly dying several times?" Lan Wangji asks. 
Wei Wuxian laughs. “Probably not the best time to suggest that idea,” he admits. 


They spill out onto the sidewalk and grab more boxes. “One more load after this," Xichen 
says. 


“You owe me a beer after this,” Jiang Cheng tells his brother. 
“Me?” Wei Wuxian demands. “These are all Wangji's things." 
“Well he's your baby daddy,” Jiang Cheng says. 


Wei Wuxian laughs so hard he has to put down the box he's carrying, blocking the stairwell. 
“Oh my god,” he gasps. *Wangji! You kind of are, aren't you? Like because we're 
platonically raising a baby together...” 


It is very clear to Lan Wangji that there is no way he is going to escape a future where Wei 
Wuxian doesn't refer to him as his baby daddy at every possible opportunity. 


He sighs and figures he might as well embrace it. “You are also my baby daddy,” he says. 
Jiang Cheng's mouth drops open and Wei Wuxian laughs harder. 


“We should..." Wei Wuxian says between gasps, “we should get one of those... you know... 
the necklaces like a broken heart and there are two halves and one says ‘best’ and the other 


999 


says ‘friends’? Only that say ‘baby’ and ‘daddies’. 
^| am going to regret this until I die, aren't I?" Jiang Cheng mutters. 
“Yes,” Lan Wangji says. 


“I bet there's someone on Etsy who could make it," Wei Wuxian says thoughtfully. “Or like 
maybe they have blank ones at jewelry stores and you can get them engraved?" 


“I am not wearing matching necklaces,” Lan Wangji tells him. 


“Lan Wangji!” Wei Wuxian whines. “You’re going to break my heart!” 


“That’s fine," Lan Wangji says, and Wei Wuxian starts laughing again. 


There are moments when it feels okay not to be sad anymore, moments when Wei Wuxian 
doesn't feel guilty for laughing or joking or teasing. Sometimes it feels like digging his way 
out of a deep hole. 


Life gets... easier, slowly. The baby sleeps for longer periods, Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji 
get more practiced at taking care of him. He learns to focus his eyes, to smile, then to laugh, 
then to hold up his head on his own. They pack a box of Mianmian and A-Sang's things and 
put it in Yanli's storage unit for when the baby grows up, and then get rid of a lot of the rest, 
replace the pictures on the walls with Wei Wuxian's photography and art, the kitchen 
equipment with Lan Wangji's, the books with a mix of Lan Wangji's traditional literature and 
Wei Wuxian's pop-science books. 


They learn each other. Wei Wuxian learns to listen to Lan Wangji, learns Yanli was right 
about his sense of humor, learns he mistook shyness for being arrogance and carefulness for 
callousness. 


Lan Wangji loves to cook, loves order and calm, loves the sunlight in the early morning, 
loves holding the baby when he's asleep. 


He hates being startled, hates scary movies, hates being forced to socialize with his 
coworkers, hates peppermint-flavored toothpaste and instant rice and pudding and sour 
candy. 


(He pretends to hate fancy lattes from Starbucks and brunch and when Wei Wuxian sings 
songs with explicit lyrics to the baby.) 


He talks to the robot vacuum when he cleans it out and fusses over his house plants and gets 
excited when it gets cold enough out to wear scarves. 


He frets over if they're doing a good job parenting Sizhui and goes into anxiety spirals 
reading parenting forums on social media until Wei Wuxian confiscates his phone and makes 
him go do something else. 


His latest thing is skin-to-skin contact which is honest to god going to kill Wei Wuxian. 


“I come home and the first thing I see is him lying down on his yoga mat shirtless, with the 
baby lying on his incredibly well-definined chest...” 


“ewww...” Jiang Cheng says. 


“what? Um, no; his chest is the most beautiful, perfect thing in existence.” 


“That’s what you said yesterday about his ears,” Jiang Cheng complains. “Why do I even 
answer the phone anymore?" 


“Because you want to tell me, in great detail, about every single dog you ran into when you 
were running in the park," Wei Wuxian says. 


*For your own good. Exposure therapy." 
“Enough about your weird obsessions,” Wei Wuxian says. “Back to my problems.” 


“Remember when you said that being roommates with and raising a baby with the hottest 
man you ever met wasn't going to be a problem?" Jiang Cheng says. 


“Um, no, I said bed-sharing with him wouldn't be a problem," Wei Wuxian corrects. 
“and?” 


“It’s not a problem," Wei Wuxian says, “because now we take turns sleeping in a bed that is 
too small for either of us. What is a problem is fucking Lan Wangji lying around half-naked 
with a baby on top of him like the fucking sexiest dilf ever. How am I supposed to handle 
that? How am I supposed to look him in the eye and talk about our baby’s pooping schedule 
and...” 


“Wait, what the fuck?” Jiang Cheng cuts in. 


“That’s what I’ve been saying. Lan Wangji, someone who wears a fucking t-shirt to go 
swimming in, has started lounging around our apartment shirtless...” 


^ 


“No,” Jiang Cheng says. “Go back to the part where you talk about when your baby poops.’ 


“Ah, it’s one of those obsessive parenting things he’s into. He's like “how will we know if 
he’s constipated and I’m like ‘we look at how many diapers are in the laundry’...” 


“You put diapers in the laundry?” 


“Reusable diapers. Keep up, Jiang Cheng. Anyway, Lan Wangji has been brainwashed by 
mommy bloggers. I had to confiscate his phone yesterday because he kept switching between 
articles claiming nightshades would poison your baby and articles claiming that nightshades 
were essential for health for like three hours, and I was like ‘we don’t have to worry about 
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that for another three months and when we do we'll just ask his fucking pediatrician’. 
* ,.aren't nightshades poisonous though?” 


“The nightshade family, Jiang Cheng. Solenaceae. Tomatoes, potatoes, eggplants, peppers. 
Don't you know anything?" 


“About the names of families of plants? I didn't even know plants had families." 


Wei Wuxian is silent for a moment. “How did you think their taxonomy was organized?" he 
asks, sounding a little concerned. 


“I have never and will never think about it,” Jiang Cheng says. 


“Anyway,” Wei Wuxian continues, “the mommy bloggers insist you keep detailed, up-to-date 
record of every single one of your baby's bowel movements and ounces they drink and when 
they sleep and so on and it's exhausting." 


“But you do it anyway,” Jiang Cheng says. 


“I have yet to convince Lan Wangji that as a biologist I should be considered the expert on 
mammalian development," Wei Wuxian says. 


“Don’t you study spiders?” Jiang Cheng asks. 

“That’s not the point," Wei Wuxian says. 

“What is the point?" Jiang Cheng asks. 

“The point is that... oh, I don't know anymore!” Wei Wuxian sighs. 
“It’s that you want to fuck your baby daddy,” Jiang Cheng supplies. 


“It’s that I want to fuck my baby daddy," Wei Wuxian agrees. “And he's making it very 
difficult for me to abstain right now." 


The problem with getting to know Lan Wangji is that the more Wei Wuxian knows him the 
more he likes him. Not just because he's kind and smart and generous, or because he loves 
their baby with all his heart. Not just because he's an amazing roommate, cooking Wei 
Wuxian dinner and packing him lunches when he has to spend the day in the lab, reminding 
Wei Wuxian when he's going to be late for something, and making a chore schedule and 
updating Wei Wuxian's google calendar so he won't forget. Not just because he's an even 
better father, reading books to Sizhui every night and walking around with him strapped to 
his chest and doing baby yoga with him. 


It's that Lan Wangji gets him. When he looks at him he sees him, and he never lets him get 
away with bullshit, and he frowns at him when he talks smack about himself, and he knows 
all of his favorite foods, and he knows exactly what to do when Wei Wuxian is in a mood, 
and...and...and... Wei Wuxian feels like Lan Wangji gets him and still likes him. 


Or, newly likes him, really. Has grown to like him. For who he actually really is. Because 
Lan Wangji knows him better than anyone. He's seen him when he was out of his mind with 
grief and he's seen him sleep-deprived and overwhelmed and he's seen him covered in piss 
and shit and vomit (not his own!) and he's seen him drunk and he's seen him a hair-breadth 
away from screaming at the baby and he's seen every ugly side of Wei Wuxian and despite all 
that he's grown to like him. 


To love him, maybe. 


As a friend. As a roommate and a co-parent. He still flinches sometimes when Wei Wuxian 
gets too close and looks away sometimes when their eyes meet. So it's not more than that. 
But it's still pretty great. Wei Wuxian will... Wei Wuxian will take what he can get. 


The baby starts daycare in September, at Wei Wuxian's university. “Should we give him an 
English name?" Wei Wuxian asks Lan Wangji. (Lan Wangji's English name is *Connor', 
which Wei Wuxian thinks is hilarious, though he can't quite explain why.) 


*You don't have one," Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian snorts at that. “Of course I have an English name,” he says. “You think I spent 
four years in the foster care system without some white lady deciding she was too busy to 
learn how to pronounce my name? I just don't use it." 


“Why?” Lan Wangji asks. He sounds, as he often does (it's one of Wei Wuxian's favorite 
things about Lan Wangji) genuinely curious, as if the inner workings of Wei Wuxian's brain 
fascinate him and he wants to understand them better. 


“Most people assume it's about racism, privilege, that kind of thing," Wei Wuxian says. 
“But it isn't," Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian smiles and shrugs. “Not entirely. It's also the only thing I have from my parents, 
besides my DNA. In foster care I moved around so much I ended up losing everything I had 
from them. I can't even remember them. I just have this one memory, where we're going 
somewhere in a car and I’m in a car seat or a booster seat or something, and we're all singing 
some silly song together and laughing. I can't even see their faces." 


“It sounds like a good memory,” Lan Wangji says, touching his arm lightly. 
Wei Wuxian smiles and looks away. 


“I don't think he needs an English name," Lan Wangji says, after a long moment. “His 
parents gave him his name, too." 


Every morning Wei Wuxian takes the subway with the baby strapped to his chest, the baby's 
diaper bag slung over one shoulder, his backpack slung over the other. People constantly stop 
to coo over Sizhui, to tell Wei Wuxian what a great father he is, how lucky his wife is he's 
taking care of his own child. 


(Misogyny! Heteronormativity! Yay!) 
“You mean my baby daddy," Wei Wuxian says with a grin. “Oh, I’m the one who gave birth 


to him,” he says, when they ask if Sizhui is adopted. “I had a uterine transplant,” he explains 
when they look at him, confused. 


Lan Wangji gets a new job working in some fancy office in the financial district. Wei Wuxian 
assumes it's full of racist bros, but Lan Wangji never complains. He goes to Chinatown 
sometimes when he gets off work and comes back with gui lan and king oyster mushrooms 
and freshly made tofu and noodles and spicy snacks for Wei Wuxian. 


In October leaves start falling from the trees. The city is delightfully lined with maples and 
oaks and ginkos dropping their stinky fruit and Sizhui has been their baby for four months 
and the leaves crackle under the wheels of his stroller when they take him for walks. 


*We should plan a family costume," Wei Wuxian says, keeping his eye out for dogs. 
Everyone in this city has a dog. It's criminal. 


“Where would we wear it?" Lan Wangji asks. 

“We would go trick-or-treating!" Wei Wuxian says excitedly. 

"Sizhui can't eat candy yet." 

"That's okay," Wei Wuxian says. “I'll eat it for him." 

Lan Wangji doesn't even reward this with one of his patented disdainful looks. 

“It’s your birthday," Lan Wangji says. 

Wei Wuxian smiles. “Yeah,” he says. “Normally, we'd go out clubbing or something." 


“You can still go," Lan Wangji says. “I can stay with the baby. Clubbing isn't really my 
scene." 


Wei Wuxian smiles at his use of the word ‘scene’, but he shakes his head. 
“Why not?" Lan Wangji asks. 


Wei Wuxian doesn't want to say that this will be his first birthday since he turned eighteen 
that he won't be spending with A-Sang. Even when that horrible thing with Wen Chao had 
happened and Jiang Cheng had stopped speaking to him for half and year and he'd nearly lost 
his scholarship and he'd gotten the flu or something, A-Sang had still come over to the too- 
small apartment he'd been sharing with the Wens and they'd all watched Nightmare Before 
Christmas because Wei Wuxian had been a pseudo-goth back then and drank nips of flavored 
vodka A-Sang had smuggled in and they'd had to hide from Wen Qing. 


So instead he says 'I want to spend it with my favorite people,' and smiles brightly at Lan 
Wangji. 


Lan Wangji looks away and swallows and almost crashes the baby into a tree. 


So they don't do a family costume. Instead, Yanli (Jin Zixuan is taking Jin Ling trick-or- 
treating. He's dressed, horribly, like a dog) and Jiang Cheng and the Wens come over and 
they have a very subdued birthday party. Yanli brings a cake and Lan Wangji makes Wei 
Wuxian's favorite pork dumplings and they spend half the party admiring how cute Sizhui is 
in the hoodie Wen Ning bought him with little bat ears on the hood and little bat wings 
hanging off the shoulders. 


Wei Wuxian gets the usual presents; alcohol, clothes that say inappropriate things on them, 
cute socks, a new umbrella where the shaft (heh, shaft) lights up like a lightsaber which Wei 
Wuxian will most certainly lose the first time he uses it. 


When everyone is gone and the baby is asleep and Lan Wangji has done the dishes right away 
instead of leaving them until ‘later’ like Wei Wuxian is always suggesting, Lan Wangji sits 
down on the couch beside Wei Wuxian, who is looking at people's costumes on Twitter. 


“Are you sad you didn't go out?" Lan Wangji asks. 


Wei Wuxian shakes his head. If he'd tried to go clubbing he would have gotten drunk and 
ended up sobbing in a bathroom somewhere. He hasn't gotten drunk since A-Sang and 
Mianmian's funeral. 


“Tm like a real adult now,” he jokes. 


Lan Wangji takes a slim box out of his pocket and hands it to him. It's wrapped in Halloween 
wrapping paper; purple with little white moons and black bats. 


“You already gave me socks!” Wei Wuxian protest. They’d been very nice socks, real wool 
and striped in red and black. Wei Wuxian had put them on happily and claimed they made 
him feel like a witch. 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian loves presents. He grins at Lan Wangji as he rips the wrapping paper off and 
opens the box. 


“Oh!” he exclaims in joy as he sees the necklaces. Two matching pendants, each one half of a 
broken heart, that read ‘Baby’ and ‘daddies’. 


He throws his arms around Lan Wangji. You're the best baby daddy ever!" he exclaims. 
“So are you," Lan Wangji replies in a muffled kind of voice. 
Wei Wuxian puts his pendant around his neck and then puts the other around Lan Wangji's. 


“If you'd gotten ‘baby’ and ‘daddy’ instead this would have looked very different," Wei 
Wuxian teases. 


“I thought of that," Lan Wangji said. “It is not the kind of relationship I aspire to have." 


“You aspired to be a baby daddy?" Wei Wuxian asks. 


“I always wanted to be a father," Lan Wangji says. “I always imagined someday I'd find a 
partner and we'd adopt or find a surrogate. I’m not glad it turned out this way." 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says, shrinking back a little. 
“Because A-Sang and Mianmian died," Lan Wangji clarifies. 
“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says again, not sure why he's suddenly relieved. 


“But given those circumstances," Lan Wangji says. “I could not ask for a better platonic co- 
parent, or for a better child." 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian says, and then smiles. “Thank you," he says. “I couldn't ask for a better 
platonic co-parent either. But it kind of puts a damper on you finding a partner any time 
soon." 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji says. “It was not high on my list of priorities.” 
Wei Wuxian looks at his necklace again. “It’s funny,” he says, “this is my screen name.” 
“Baby?” Lan Wangji asks, confused. 


“No,” Wei Wuxian says. “Wei-baby. You know, like ‘Hey, baby?’” He raises his eyebrows 
suggestively. 


“Clever,’ Lan Wangji says sarcastically. 

“See,” Wei Wuxian says, opening Twitter. 

“This says ‘Wei Ying’,” Lan Wangji says. 

“Well, Wei-baby was taken, so I thought since ‘Ying’ means baby in Mandarin...” 
“But it’s no longer a pun," Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian puts down his phone and sighs. “Lan Wangji, do you know how hard it is 
coming up with screen names? What’s yours?” 


“I don’t have a Twitter account," Lan Wangji says. 
“What?! Wangji, what decade do you think this is?” 


^| joined,” Lan Wangji says, “people seemed excessively rude, so I deactivated my account. I 
believe my life is better for it." 


“Yeah,” Wei Wuxian says. “Twitter is a cesspool. What was your screen name?" 


“Lan Zhan,” Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Wuxian sits up. “Hey, that's a really good name,” he says. “‘Cause, like, light blue is 
your favorite color." 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji says. 


"I'm going to call you that from now on, okay," Wei Wuxian says. “You can be ‘Lan Zhan’ 
and I'll be ‘Wei Ying.’ It will be like our secret baby daddy code names for each other.” 


“Yours is on Twitter," Lan Wangji points out. “It’s not a secret.” 


Wei Wuxian waves his hand. “I'll change it,” he says. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


Hi! Sorry this chapter is up a little late! 


Content warnings for this chapter: mentions of past underage canon-typical sexual 
assault. Awkward family interactions. Celebrations of American Thanksgiving. 


By the time Sizhui is five months old, in November, he's sleeping through the night most 
nights and Lan Wangji thinks it's time to revisit the whole 'alternating turns sleeping on the 
twin bed in the baby's room thing,' but he doesn't know how to bring it up. 


Or what a reasonable alternative is. 


They could move. They could easily move. With the money they'd make from renting out the 
condo, even using a company to deal with all the work, they could rent a larger apartment in 
a different neighborhood. Up in the Heights, say, or in Queens or the Bronx. They could even 
move to Jersey, maybe spend a little extra to rent a whole house- they could afford it, what 
with Lan Wangji’s salary and the stipend they get from the baby's trust. They could have a 
garden, maybe pet rabbits. 


But... he likes their little home the way it is. He likes being able to hear Wei Ying puttering 
about, likes to see their clothes mixed together in the closet, likes the fact that Wei Ying 
sometimes wears his clothes and then pretends he hadn't realized. (He likes it maybe an 
inappropriate amount.) 


And... Wei Ying was fine with bed sharing before. Lan Wangji knows it’s not a good idea. It 
seems... wrong to sleep in the same bed with your platonic co-parent without disclosing that 
you're probably in love and definitely in lust with them. But... 


Wei Ying emerges from the baby's room to find Lan Wangji doing yoga with the baby. He 
closes his eyes and shakes his head. “I told you to warn me before you did that, Lan Zhan!” 
he says. 


*You were sleeping," Lan Wangji notes. He balances the baby on his stomach and carefully 
rises into bridge pose. 


“It’s too early in the morning for all this cuteness,” Wei Ying complains, going into the 
kitchen and pouring himself a cup of coffee and a bowl of cereal which is, Lan Wangji 
suspects, 80% sugar. He wonders idly if he'll be able to convince Wei Ying to switch to a 
healthier brand before Sizhui gets old enough to want to eat it as well. 


“Hey,” he says, sitting down at the table and shoveling cereal into his mouth. “Do you think 
yoga could help with my back cramping?" 


“Your back is cramping?” Lan Wangji asks. 


“From that stupid bed,” Wei Ying says. “My feet hang off the end and then when I’m half 
awake I get all paranoid that something’s going to grab my ankles and so I curl up and my 
back starts hurting.” 


Lan Wangji carefully lowers himself from the pose, picks the baby up off his chest and sits 
up. 


“If the small bed is giving you back pain you shouldn't sleep there any more,” he says. 


Wei Ying frowns at him for a moment. “You can’t sleep there every night. It would hardly be 
fair. And you don’t want to share the big bed.” 


“I wouldn't mind,” Lan Wangji says, too quickly. 
Wei Ying pauses with his spoon halfway to his mouth. “You minded before,” he says. 
“I didn’t know you very well then," Lan Wangji says. 


“So now that you know what a mess I am you're willing to share a bed with me?" Wei 
Wuxian jokes. 


“You’re not a mess," Lan Wangji says automatically. 
Wei Ying smiles at him. “You’re really okay with it?" he asks. 


Lan Wangji hesitates, then nods. “We can try it out,” he suggests. “It is the easiest solution. If 
it doesn’t work out we can try another one.” 


It’s reasonable, he tells himself. Its a reasonable solution. 


He goes to work and Wei Ying takes Sizhui to daycare and then goes to the lab. Lan Wangji 
picks Sizhui up from daycare because Wei Ying has to work late. Something to do with lab 
protocols that Wei Ying had described in excessive detail none of which Lan Wangji had 
understood. 


He preps dinner and feeds the baby and does some laundry and texts with Yanli and when 
Wei Ying texts that he's gotten off the subway he starts the stirfry he's prepped so it's ready 
to eat when Wei Ying comes in the door panting from running up the stairs. 


“How did your protocol go?" Lan Wangji asks, sliding the stirfry into a serving dish and 
carrying it to the table. 


“I didn’t spill a two hundred dollar a bottle enzyme this time," Wei Ying says, “so I’m going 
to consider it a win." 


He serves himself some rice and then scoops the stirfry on top of it then spoons an alarming 
amount of chili garlic sauce on top of thatl. 


"Thank you for dinner," he says, "this looks delicious." 
"It was delicious," Lan Wangji says dryly. 


Wei Ying laughs with delight, as he does every time Lan Wangji says something like that. 
“How was your day?” he asks. 


“Yanli invited us for dinner Saturday," Lan Wangji says. 

Wei Wuxian shudders. *No, thank you." 

“Why not?" Lan Wangji asks, surprised. 

“Jin Zixuan’s cousin, Jin Zixan is visiting," Wei Ying says. “And he's the worst." 
“T thought Su She was the worst," Lan Wangji says. 


"They're tied," Wei Ying says. He catches Lan Wangji's expression and nods. “Yeah,” he 
says. “That’s how bad he is.” 


“Yanli didn't mention him," Lan Wnagji says. 


“Yeah,” Wei Ying says. “Because she's being sneaky. Trying to get people to come over so 
she doesn't have to deal with him herself. If she invited me she must be really desperate. He 
hates me." 


“Why?” Lan Wangji asks. 


“Because I’ve met him like ten times and every time I do I pretend I don't know who he is. It 
infuriates him. He's one of those people who got his job because of his uncle and he spends 
half of his life having people kiss his ass because he's his uncle's nephew and the other half 
being mad at people for not knowing who he is." 


“If he's so terrible," Lan Wangji says, "shouldn't we go so Yanli doesn't have to deal with 
him?" 


Wei Ying shakes his head, waving his chopsticks in the air. “She could have refused to have 
him over. She didn't. Now she has to deal with the consequences." 


“That seems a little mean," Lan Wangji says. 


“Yeah,” Wei Ying says, “but trying to trick me into spending time with Jin Zixan is also 
pretty mean, don't you think?" 


“Tf he's as bad as you say,” Lan Wangji allows. 
“Oh, believe me, he is. I’m doing you such a huge favor right now, you have no idea.” 


They finish dinner and Wei Ying tidies the kitchen and does the dishes while Lan Wangji puts 
the baby to sleep and then they hang out in the living room for a while, Wei Ying tapping 
away on his phone and Lan Wangji reading a book until Wei Ying yawns. 


“So,” he says. “I guess... Pll get ready for bed?” 
“Mn,” Lan Wangji says. 


There's an awkward dance over who uses the bathroom first and getting changed into their 
pajamas which is a little ridiculous because they've only ever had the one bathroom, and then 
Lan Wangji slips into bed with his book and his glass of water while Wei Ying putters around 
in the bathroom. 


He comes into the bedroom and pauses. “So, uh, that's your side of the bed?" he asks. 
Lan Wangji looks up at him confused. “I’ve been using this nightstand,” he says. 
“Oh,” Wei Ying says. 

“Did you want to sleep on this side?" Lan Wangji asks. 

“No,” Wei Ying says. “That’s okay.” 

"I'm fine with switching," Lan Wangji says. “I don't mind.” 

“Oh,” Wei Ying says. “Um...” 


Lan Wangji picks up his book and glass of water and awkwardly shuffles to the other side of 
the bed trying not to spill the water. Wei Ying laughs at him. “I could have just handed it over 
to you,” he says, walking around the bed and crawling in. 


“Oh,” Lan Wangji says. 

Wei Ying plugs his phone into a charger that he apparently just leaves on the floor. 
“Do you usually read before you fall asleep?” Wei Ying asks. 

“Will it bother you?” Lan Wangji asks. 


“No,” Wei Ying says. “I can sleep through pretty much anything. Benefit of having been 
raised in the foster system.” 


It doesn't sound like a good thing, when phrased like that, but Lan Wangji doesn't point this 
out. 


Wei Ying curls up facing away from Lan Wangji and appears to go to sleep immediately. 


Lan Wangji lays awake for a long time, listening to Wei Ying's breathing, hyperaware of how 
close he is, how he could just reach out and touch him. He forces himself to breathe slowly, 
to relax his body and clear his mind. 


Of course, when he wakes up, Wei Ying is spooning him. “Sorry, Lan Zhan,” he whispers and 
starts pulling away. 


Lan Wangji grabs his arm. Not intentionally. Out of instinct maybe. 

"It's okay," he whispers back. “I don't mind." 

“You like it?” Wei Ying asks, surprised. 

“It’s... nice," Lan Wangji says, finally. 

Wei Ying's arms wrap a little more tightly around him. 

“After my parents died, when we moved in with my uncle, I always used to sleep with my 
brother," Lan Wangji says. “Until Uncle decided we were too old and it was inappropriate. I 
told Brother it was because I had nightmares but I didn't. I was just so...." 

“Lonely?” Wei Ying suggests. 


“Yeah,” Lan Wangji says. 


Wei Ying's arms tighten around him again and then he laughs. Pressed against his chest, Lan 
Wangji can feel it; the shaking of his body, the puffs of air against his neck. 


“You lied,” he says. “Lan Zhan!” 
“T lie sometimes," Lan Wangji mutters. 
“It’s okay then?" Wei Ying asks, after a long moment. 


“T said it was," Lan Wangji says. 


The baby is five months old in the middle of November and even though Thanksgiving is a 
‘holiday which celebrates colonialism and genocide’ according to Wei Ying, they celebrate it 


anyway. 


Brother and Meng Yao fly in from LA and Uncle flies up from Florida and, because it would 
be the height of rudeness to put family in a hotel (and also a waste of money!) they stay in 
Lan Wangji and Wei Ying’s tiny apartment, Brother and Meng Yao on an inflatable bed in the 
living room, Uncle on the twin in the nursery. 


“Where are you going to sleep?" Brother asks, all innocently curious. 


Wei Wuxian gives his whole spiel about bed-sharing. It includes some bits Lan Wangji 
doesn't remember from the last time he'd heard it including historical references, a side 
tangent about the heated beds that used to be common in Northern China, and Wei Ying's 
dream that someday he'll live in a house with underfloor heating, which is apparently much 
more efficient than anything else. 


Uncle is not impressed, Brother is not convinced, and Meng Yao, as usual, is unreadable. 


“Your brother thinks we're fucking," Wei Ying whispers to him when they're in bed. Wei 
Ying wrapped around Lan Wangji as usual. 


“No, he doesn’t,” Lan Wangji replies. “He’d know if we were fucking.” 
Wei Ying pulls back a little. *How?" he asks. 


“T don't know,” Lan Wangji says. “He’s telepathic or something. He knew when I had my 
first kiss." 


“Oh,” Wei Ying says. “What was your first kiss like? Who was he?" 
“She,” Lan Wangji corrects. “Sarah Brown.” 
“A girl?" Wei Ying exclaims in a whisper. “You kissed a gir/? But you're so gay!” 


"She kissed me," Lan Wangji says. “She snuck up on me in the playground and surprised me. 
She said she wanted to know what my lips tasted like, they were so shiny." 


“What did they taste like?" Wei Ying asks. 


“Birthday cake lip gloss," Lan Wangji says, and Wei Ying giggles into his ear. “What was 
your first kiss?” 


Wei Ying goes suddenly still. 


Lan Wangji turns in his arms, slowly shuffling his body around until he’s facing him, Wei 
Ying’s arms still tight around him. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” he says. 


Wei Ying shakes his head. “It’s fine,” he says. “It was a long time ago.” 


He's so close Lan Wangji can smell the mint toothpaste on his breath. In the faint light of the 
city glow shining in through cracks in the curtains, he can see the fine down on the curve of 
Wei Ying’s cheek. 


He slides one arm around Wei Ying’s thin waist. 


“It was in middle school," he whispers. “In gym class. We were playing some game that 
required some of us to be blindfolded. I thought I was being sneaky and hid behind the 
bleachers and someone found me and kissed me and held my arms down when I struggled.” 


He sucks in a breath. “It was terrifying,” he says. “I was a small, scrawny kid so I kept trying 
to pull away and to pull the blindfold down so I could see and they just kept me trapped, 
and..." he trailed off. Lan Wangji can feel his pulse racing. “The gym teacher blew the 
whistle for us to go inside and then suddenly they were gone." 


“Even worse was that I never found out who it was." He swallows. “I felt like I couldn't trust 
anyone around me, like anyone in my class could have been the one who did it. I got so 
twitchy kids started calling me ‘the spaz’ and my grades dropped because I couldn't focus on 
my work." 


He takes a deep breath, his body expanding beneath Lan Wangji's arm. “Thank god that's 
when Uncle Jiang found me and adopted me and I got to move to a new school district and 
never see any of those kids again." 


Lan Wangji pulled his arm tighter, pressed Wei Ying tighter against his chest. “I’m sorry,” he 
whispers. 


“It’s okay," Wei Ying says. “It was a long time ago and I’ve had plenty of therapists since 
then. And plenty of kisses too. I mean a lot worse things have happened to me." 


Lan Wangji can't help the small sound he makes at that. 


Wei Ying huffs a laugh and rubs his back. “Everything’s good now,” he says. “My life is so 
good now." 


“Mine too," Lan Wangji whispers. 
“Do you still use flavored lip gloss?” Wei Ying asks. 


Lan Wangji almost asks him if he wants to taste his lips and find out, but he chickens out. 
“No,” he says. “Flavored lip glosses are so 2002.” 


Wei Ying laughs again. 


They take an uber to Yanli’s house around mid-day, five adults, a baby, an enormous bag of 
baby things, three pies, and a box of dumplings, half of them proper pork dumplings and the 
other half pumpkin spice dumplings that were Wei Wuxian’s invention and that he is very 
proud of and which everyone else is very skeptical of. (Pumpkin spice, Lan Zhan had pointed 
out, does not usually include chili peppers. Yeah, Wei Wuxian had agreed, that’s what’s 
wrong with America.) 


At least when they get there Wei Wuxian can get away from Lan Zhan’s uncle who, he’s 
pretty sure hates him, although Wei Wuxian doesn’t know why. (Lan Qiren turns out to be old 
friends with Aunt Yu, though, so that’s probably it. The whole bed-sharing thing can’t have 
helped.) 


Lan Zhan and Lan Xichen go into the kitchen to help Yanli and Wei Wuxian heads into the 
crowded room with Sizhui so everyone can admire him properly. 


Uncle Jiang is there, interrogating Jiang Cheng about his work and Jiang Cheng gives Wei 
Wuxian the most pleading expression, then gets up and mumbles something about something 
he has to do and why doesn't Wei Wuxian sit here, so Wei Wuxian sits down beside Uncle 
Jiang, who immediately holds his hands out for the baby. 


Uncle Jiang adores the baby appropriately for a moment, then starts asking Wei Wuxian all 
the usual questions about how his PhD program is going, then gushes for a while about how 
wonderful it is that they're going to have another PhD in the family. Jiang Cheng is back in 
the room and Wei Wuxian gives him an apologetic glance. 


It's so stupid; Jiang Cheng's career is going very well. He's making far more than Wei 
Wuxian will probably ever make, PhDs are incredibly uncommon in his field, and yet every 
family gathering still ends up like this. 


“We need another baby,” Uncle Jiang says now, looking at Jiang Cheng, “to complete the 
set." 


Jiang Cheng chokes on his drink a little. 


“Jiang Cheng doesn't have time to start a family," Wei Wuxian defends. "He's working really 
hard and he's going after those promotions. Five in five years! It's some kind of record in his 
company. He's got plenty of time to settle down once he gets a little more advanced." 


“You’re working really hard as well," Uncle Jiang says. “You just published another paper, 
right?" 


“Yes, but I've got Lan Zhan- I mean Wangji- to help out," Wei Wuxian says. He smiles. 
“He’s really the best father ever. I could never have done it without him." 


“It’s so fortunate that your boyfriend was willing to help you with the baby," Jin Zixuan's 
half-sister Qin Su says, dreamily. 


“What?” Wei Wuxian says, laughing. *He's not my boyfriend; we're platonic co-parents.” 
Qin Su blinks. 


“Modern families, huh?" Jin Zixuan says, awkwardly raising a glass. “We’re so lucky to have 
each other, no matter how non-traditional it is.” 


Meng Yao smiles his unreadable, vaguely creepy smile. 


Aunt Yu comes into the room, Lan Qiren behind her. “A-Xian,” she says, “let me see this 
baby of yours." She scoops Sizhui up from Uncle Jiang's lap and holds him in front of her. 
Sizhui pokes her nose with a slimy finger and smiles and to Wei Wuxian's astonishment, 
Aunt Yu smiles back. *He's very cute,” she says. “Is he developing at an appropriate rate?" 


“Wangji assures me that he’s ahead of the majority of his age-mates in nearly every metric,” 
Lan Qiren assures her, solemnly. 


“I hope you've already put him on the waiting list for the best schools in the city," Aunt Yu 
says. “We will pay his tuition, of course, since you're still in school." 


Wei Wuxian blinks. Aunt Yu had refused to pay his college tuition and now she wanted to 
pay for his baby to go to some hoity-toity private school? 


“T have already offered to pay," Lan Qiren says. 
“Ah,” Wei Wuxian says. “We have been considering sending him to public school.” 


Aunt Yu gasps and nearly drops the baby. Lan Qiren takes him from her and bounces him in 
his arms. 


“Because private schools enforce the class divide and disenfranchise marginalized groups... 
Wei Wuxian begins and then trails off at Aunt Yu's glare. 


*We will discuss this later," Aunt Yu declares. 
Wei Wuxian abandons his baby and flees into the kitchen. 
Lan Zhan looks up from where he's stirring gravy and frowns. “What happened?" he asks. 


“Oh, your uncle and Aunt Yu started arguing over who was going to pay the baby's fancy 
private school tuition and I said we were thinking about sending him to public school and 
Aunt Yu tried to kill me with her eyes,” he says, tasting the gravy. “It needs more spice,” he 
says, poking around at the spices on the counter. 


“No,” Lan Wangji says, pulling him gently away. 


“Lan Zhan, you don't even like gravy; you're not going to eat it," he complains but allows 
himself to be pushed away from the stove. 


Yanli smiles at Wei Wuxian from where she's doing something that seems very intimate to 
the turkey. “Mom can’t actually force you to send Sizhui to private school," she reminds Wei 
Wuxian. “You can make your own parenting choices." 


“T wish I knew how to cook," Wei Wuxian mutters. “Then I could just hang out here with my 
favorite people." 


“You can hang out in here anyway,” Lan Zhan says. “We will not kick you out. But where's 
the baby?" 


Wei Wuxian waves his hand. “My aunt and your uncle are probably taking turns holding him 
while fighting over who's the better grandparent. By the time we get him back, he'll probably 
have been enrolled in ten different language classes and signed up for lessons for six different 
musical instruments." 


Lan Zhan frowns. “It’s too soon for him to learn a musical instrument,” he says. “And he’s 
already exposed to Mandarin and English. I do not think he needs another language so soon.” 


Wei Wuxian laughs. “You can be the one to tell them ‘no’,” he says. 


Jiang Cheng finds him a while later and drags him outside, where Meng Yao and Mo Xuanyu 
and Qin Su and Jin Zixuan are all standing around awkwardly. 


“We’re going to play soccer,” Jiang Cheng tells them. 
Qin Su looks at him skeptically while Mo Xuanyu openly laughs. 


*Do you want to go back inside with them?" Jiang Cheng demands, gesturing towards the 
house. 


"They're your family," Mo Xuanyu says. He takes out a box of cigarettes and flicks one into 
his hand. 


“No smoking,” Jin Zixuan says. 
*We're outside!" Mo Xuanyu protests, but he puts the cigarette away and wanders over to sit 
in one of the swings of the fancy swingset Jin Zixuan had had built when Jin Ling was born, 


easily squeezing his skinny butt into the swing. 


“It’s always nice seeing other people's family drama,” Qin Su comments idly. “Makes your 
own seems so much less insane.” 


Jiang Cheng rolls his eyes. “My family makes your family seem /ess insane?" he demands. 
“It’s so cold," Qin Su says, theatrically rubbing her arms. “Da-ge, can't we go inside now?" 
“Where’s my baby?” Wei Wuxian asks. 


“I’m pretty sure mom is about to run away with him," Jiang Cheng says. “Or Wangji’s uncle. 
We'll see who manages it first." 


“If your elders run off with your baby," Meng Yao says, "you're going to have to come up 
with a new excuse to sleep with Wangji.” 


Jiang Cheng and Jin Zixuan's heads swivel to stare at Wei Wuxian while Qin Su says “I 
thought he wasn t your boyfriend" and Mo Xuanyu cackles. 


“I knew you were evil," Wei Wuxian tells Meng Yao. “I told Lan Zhan you were evil, but he 
just rolled his eyes at me." 


*You're sleeping with Wangji now?" Jiang Cheng asks, flatly. 
"I'm sleeping in the same bed as Wangji," Wei Wuxian corrects. 


"And whispering and laughing with him long into the night," Meng Yao says. 


“Because we live in a two-bedroom apartment and the other bedroom is the baby's," Wei 
Wuxian says. *And the twin bed was giving me a backache, and bed-sharing is actually really 
common in a lot of cultures, it’s just a stupid puritanical trope...” 


*Do you cuddle with him?" Jiang Cheng asks. 
Wei Wuxian looks down and flushes. “A little," he admits. 


“Oh my god," Mo Xuanyu exclaims loudly. “What is this? The whole point of being gay is 
not having to deal with this whole het will-they-or-won’t-they nonsense!” 


“T’m queer, not gay," Wei Wuxian says. “And don’t stereotype gay men. Not all of us are 
total sluts like you.” 


Mo Xuanyu climbs to the top of the playset and lies on top of it. “Girl, do not slut-shame 
me,” he says. “Not while you’re cuddling your baby daddy every night and not getting any. 
Hey, we should go out clubbing! Tomorrow. Oh my god, Jie, you have to come clubbing with 
us while you’re in town!” 


“T can’t go clubbing,” Wei Wuxian says. “I’ve got a baby.” 


“Ditch the baby and the baby daddy," Mo Xuanyu says. “We haven't been clubbing since...” 
he pauses. *A-Sang wouldn't want us to stop because of him." 


^| just haven't felt like it," Wei Wuxian says. 


“Come on, Xian-ge!” Mo Xuanyu whines. “All the kids are home from college bored and 
looking for something to do if you know what I mean." 


“T’m too old for college kids," Wei Wuxian says. 
“Yes, yes, okay, June Cleaver. But I am not.” 
“Who’s June Cleaver?” Qin Su asks. 


“Leave it to Beaver?” Mo Xuanyu asks. “You never saw it? Ugh- my stupid uncle was 
obsessed with this television station which was just all like black and white tv shows from the 
sixties. They were racist as fuck. But that’s not the point. Xian-ge. Cheng-ge. Su-jie. Club- 
bing.” 


“You're not going to ask me?" Meng Yao asks, amused. 


Mo Xuanyu sits up and stares at him for a moment. “I can’t decide if you'd be fun clubbing 
or a drag,” he says. “I bet your husband is hilarious drunk though.” 


*We're not married and he’s allergic to alcohol,” Meng Yao says. 
“What about pot?” Mo Xuanyu asks. “Ecstasy? Oh, I bet he’d be brilliant on ecstasy!” 


“Please do not drug my partner," Meng Yao says. 


“I would love you to come clubbing,” Mo Xuanyu decides. “Yao-ge, please join us. Bring 
your beautiful husband." 


“He’s not my husband,” Meng Yao says. 

“Whatever,” Mo Xuanyu says. “Da-ge? You want to come too?" 
“PII leave it to you young people,” Jin Zixuan says. 

*We're exactly the same age," Meng Yao says, dryly. 


“T’m going to text the Wens,” Mo Xuanyu says. “See if they'll come with.” He pulls out his 
phone. “Oh, this is going to be so exciting! We can all get together and pre-game! It will be 
like old times!" 


“Where?” Wei Wuxian asks. 
“Your place is the most central," Mo Xuanyu says. 


“PI have to ask Lan Zhan if he’s okay with it first," Wei Wuxian says. “And his uncle's 
staying with us,” he adds. 


“Oh, yes," Meng Yao says. “We should definitely pre-game with Uncle Lan there." 
Wei Wuxian frowns at him. “Are you trying to cause trouble?” he asks. 
“Not at all,” Meng Yao says, smiling innocently. 


“You want Uncle Lan to dislike me,” Wei Wuxian says. “So you can be the favorite son-in- 
law.” 


"You're not even in a relationship with Wangji," Meng Yao reminds him, smiling gently. 
“T mean I’m in some kind of relationship with him. He's my baby daddy," Wei Wuxian says. 


Meng Yao blinks. “I do not have to scheme for Uncle Lan to like me better,” he says, patting 
Wai Wuxian's shoulder. “You’re getting me there all on your own." 


They pre-game at Wei Wuxian's place, but it's not like pre-games of old, not with Lan Qiren 
frowning at them and Lan Zhan making people drink water and eat snacks and Lan Xichen 
whining about how he wishes he'd known they were planning on going out because he left all 
of his clubbing makeup and clothing in LA and all he has is eyeliner and mascara and sparkly 
lipgloss and a sparkly dark blue backless shirt and he pouts up at Meng Yao (who is six 
inches shorter than him!) and asks if he's sure he looks okay. 


Mo Xuanyu slinks in looking like an incredibly skinny raccoon and Lan Xichen grabs him 
and pulls him into the bathroom and there's some muffled shouting and Wei Wuxian asks Lan 
Zhan if they should be a little more concerned but Lan Zhan doesn't seem worried at all. 


Eventually, the bathroom opens to reveal Mo Xuanyu pouting but looking significantly less 
like he just crawled out of a dumpster and then Lan Zhan and Lan Xichen disappear into the 
bedroom and Wei Wuxian wonders out loud if he should be concerned about that, but Meng 
Yao just gives him a small smile and then Qin Su comes in and sees Mo Xuanyu and sighs in 
relief. 


“I don't know who got him looking human, but I’m eternally grateful to them,” she says. 


Qin Su looks incredible, her hair all pulled up high on her head and a dress that looks like it 
might be made entirely out of sequins. 


She pulls a large bottle of tequila out of her matching tiny clutch in a miraculous Mary 
Poppins-like move and makes everyone except Lan Qiren and the baby (and the Lan brothers 
who are still in be bedroom) drink a shot. 


Jiang Cheng arrives, wearing a fantastic purple embroidered bowling jacket and black skinny 
jeans, with the Wens, and they all do another shot and he asks if they're ready to go, but 
Meng Yao says they're waiting for Lan Wangji and Lan Xichen. 


“What?” Wei Wuxian asks. “Lan Zhan is staying here with the baby." 
“Uncle Lan has kindly offered to look after the baby for a few hours," Meng Yao says. 


*Lan Zhan is coming with us?" Wei Wuxian asks, confused, and the door to the bedroom 
opened and Lan Zhan comes out dressed to go clubbing and he's wearing eyeliner and red 
lipgloss and Wei Wuxian's skinny jeans (that are even tighter on Lan Zhan) and Wei 
Wuxian's tight red boat-neck long-sleeve shirt that c/ings to his abs and his biceps and his 
hair all gelled and he is so hot that Wei Wuxian nearly vomits. 


“Fuck,” Mo Xuanyu says to Wei Wuxian in a stage whisper. “Your baby daddy cleans up 
nice." 


“I hope you don’t mind me borrowing your clothes," Lan Zhan says. “Brother says I have 
nothing suitable for clubbing in." 


Wei Wuxian shakes his head. *N-no. It's cool. I borrow yours all the time." 
He ignores the looks Meng Yao and Lan Xichen give each other at this. 


Lan Qiren is clearly looking very unhappy about everything that's happening, so Wei Wuxian 
hustles them all out the door. 


He finds himself walking beside Lan Zhan, of course, because he's drawn to Lan Zhan like a 
moth to a flame, and Lan Zhan says “do I look okay?" It takes Wei Wuxian a moment to 
think of an answer because the question is so preposterous. 


Lan Zhan is wearing Wei Wuxian's cherry red Doc Martens and the heel on them is so thick 
they're almost the same height. 


“You look fucking amazing," Wei Wuxian finally manages. “I mean, like, you always look 
good, you don't need me to tell you that, but red is... you look really good in red." 


“I don't usually wear it," Lan Zhan says, looking down at the sleeves. “But Brother insisted." 
“I didn’t realize your brother went out much," Wei Wuxian says. 


“He says he's a basic bitch,” Lan Zhan says and then has to wait while Wei Wuxian stops in 
the middle of the sidewalk and bends over laughing. 


They're old for the club scene, and they tease each other as they wait in line, until finally 
they're let in and head over to the bar to get drinks and find a table in a dark corner, Wei 
Wuxian beside Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan beside his brother. They're both drinking some virgin 
cocktail Meng Yao had ordered for them. 


“Wei Ying," Lan Zhan says in his ear. “You don’t have to babysit me. Go dancing if you want 
to." 


He wants to. The beat is already infecting him. Wei Wuxian loves dancing. But he doesn't 
want to leave Lan Zhan alone. He wants to wrap his arms around him and pull him close. He 
wants to taste that red lipgloss and smear it across his own lips. 


He slips a finger along Lan Zhan's neckline until his finger catches on the chain Lan Zhan's 
wearing around his neck, ignoring Lan Zhan's hiss of indrawn breath. He sides the pendant 
out of Lan Zhan's shirt (Wei Wuxian's shirt, really) and then draws out his own pendant, 
matching the jagged sides together. 


Maybe he pre-gamed a little too hard. Maybe he's too old for this. 


Lan Zhan wraps one of his long-fingered hands around Wei Wuxian's hands and the pendants 
and says “go on," so Wei Wuxian lets go, tucks his pendant back into his shirt, and slides out 
of the booth, catching Lan Xichen's eyes on him as he goes. 


Wei Wuxian dances and dances and comes back to sit next to Lan Zhan when he's tired, 
sipping at his drink and the water Lan Zhan had gotten for him, and listening to his friends 
talk, then he goes and dances again. 


Dancing he's a wild thing, a thing unhindered. No responsibilities, no worries. No baby, no 
dissertation, no confusing pseudo-relationship. He dances and dances and looks up to see Lan 
Zhan's dark eyes on him and his breath catches and he stutters to a halt. 


But the music is pounding and soon he's moving again, smiling at Qin Su and Wen Qing and 
Mo Xuanyu who are dancing with him. 


When he looks back again, Lan Zhan is gone. 


Wei Wuxian grabs his pajamas in the dark, showers, and changes into them in the bathroom, 
slides into bed with his hair still wet. 


He slides an arm under Lan Zhan, presses his leg over Lan Zhan's leg, presses his chest 
against Lan Zhan's back. Lan Zhan does that thing he does when he wakes up, where he stirs 
slightly, then stills. 


“You left without me,” Wei Wuxian whispers in the dark, into Lan Zhan’s ear. “You should 
have let me know.” 


“I didn't want you to cut your night short because of me," Lan Zhan says. “If I’d told you I 
was leaving you would have wanted to come too.” 


Wei Wuxian laughs, just a few puffs of air. “Silly,” he says. “Of course I would have. You’re 
so beautiful. I would have followed you anywhere.” 


Lan Zhan’s body does something. It’s maybe a shiver. 
“Wei Ying," he whispers. *You're drunk.” 


“Maybe I am,” Wei Wuxian agrees. He wriggles a little, sinking his body deeper into the 
bedding. “Lan Zhan, will you dress like that again? You looked so nice.” He yawns. 


“If you want me too,” Wei Wuxian hears Lan Wangji whisper back as he falls into sleep. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


Finally finishing this fic! 


Please note there's sex now and mind the new ratings and tags. If you want to avoid the 
sex you won't miss any plot- just stop reading at the ~~~ and start again at ~~~. Please 
note I didn't include any Top/Bottom tags so if you have some strong opinions about 
which character likes it up the butt, you might want to just go ahead and skip the sex 
entirely. 


Content warnings for this chapter: a character talking about hating Christmas because of 
associations with some bad foster families, mentions of enemas, mentions of ancestor 
veneration. 


Usually, Wei Ying is awake when Lan Wangji wakes up. Lan Wangji opens his eyes and Wei 
Ying whispers “Lan Zhan” and wriggles a little and Lan Wangji always wonders how he 
knows, but the Saturday after Thanksgiving he doesn't. Lan Wangji blinks himself awake and 
then lays there waiting for him but he doesn't say his name or wriggle. 


It's disorienting, disconcerting. 


Probably because this is the first time he's gone clubbing, dancing, and drinking, in so long, 
Lan Wangji thinks, and pulls himself out of Wei Ying's embrace. 


Xichen is making pancakes and Meng Yao is holding the baby and Uncle is reading a 
newspaper when he steps into the living room on his way to the bathroom. 


*Wangji," Xichen says, waving the spatula at him. “Wei Wuxian not up yet?" 


Lan Wangji shakes his head. “He must have been out really late,” he says. “It’s not like him 
to sleep in." 


“Huh,” Xichen says, tilting his head. “He always used to sleep in." 
Lan Wangji always forgets that Xichen has known Wei Wuxian much longer than he has. 


“Perhaps that was before he had a baby," Meng Yao says. “You know, Wangji, most people 
meet, get to know each other, fall in love, and then have a baby, in that order." 


“Do you expect Wei Ying to be like normal people?" Lan Wangji replies, evenly. He's not 
going near the ‘fall in love’ part of that comment. “Or me?" 


Meng Yao's smile widens. “I suppose not,” he says. He bounced the baby a little on his hip 
and the baby gurgles. 


Lan Wangji uses the bathroom, then changes in the bedroom, checking that Wei Wuxian is 
still asleep so he doesn't accidentally flash him. Wei Wuxian doesn't like it when he walks in 
on Lan Wangji partially naked; when he has, he's turned away abruptly, issuing strangled 
apologies. It surprises Lan Wangji, honestly; he's always seemed like the kind of person who 
would be blasé about nudity. 


“Did you enjoy clubbing?" Lan Xichen asks when Lan Wangji emerges again. 


“It was interesting," Lan Wangji says. “I don't think it will be an activity I will attempt to 
integrate into my daily life." 


“T’m surprised you didn’t dance,” Lan Xichen continues. 
“T don't know how,” Lan Wangji says. 


“I’m sure Wei Wuxian could teach you,” Meng Yao says. “He seemed to know what he was 
doing, don’t you think, Wangji?" 


“I wouldn't know,” Lan Wangji says. 
“That’s interesting," Meng Yao says. 
“Why?” Lan Wangji asks, beginning to feel a little irritated. 


“Because you never took your eyes off of him. Surely you must have had some thoughts 
about itl." Then Meng Yao looks up and smiles, all dimply and innocent. “Wuxian!” he 
exclaims. “We were just talking about you!” 


“I’m sorry about Meng Yao earlier," Brother says, when they're alone later. “He thinks the 
two of you need a little prodding." 


“We don’t,” Lan Wangji says. 
"Are you sure about that?" 


“Yes, I’m sure," Lan Wangji says, more loudly than he'd intended. Can't you see what a bad 
idea it is for anything like that to happen? How many ways it could go wrong? This isn't like 
having a crush on some casual acquaintance! I need to get along well with him; we're raising 
a baby together. What if he gets all creeped out because I’m attracted to him, or we hook up 
and then we break up for some reason, and now poor Sizhui has to deal with parents who 
don't get along? It's better to leave it the way it 1s." 


“Wangyji,” Xichen says, gently, “it’s pretty obvious that you're in love with him, and I’m 
pretty sure he's in love with you too. Every time you're not looking at him he's looking at 
you. If you don't do something you're just going to be torturing yourselves. You really want 
to do that for eighteen years?" 


“Nothing about living with Wei Ying is torturous,” Lan Wangji says. “And he's not in love 
with me, not in a romantic way. He's just affectionate and flirtatious." 


Xichen sighs. “Well, I’m sorry for prying,” he says. “And for Meng Yao making things 
awkward. We just want you to be happy." 


When they're gone Lan Wangji tries to miss them. He loves his Brother and his Uncle, he 
really does. He comes back from seeing them off and Wei Ying is on the couch, doing 
something on his laptop, and he looks up and smiles. “The apartment feels so much bigger," 
he says. 


Lan Wangji sits down beside him, Sizhui in his lap, catching a glimpse of Wei Ying's screen 
where he’s writing some kind of code. “I’m sorry about Meng Yao earlier.” 


Wei Ying shrugs. “Your brother likes to pry, doesn't he?" he asks, typing a little. 


Lan Wangji sighs. *He spent so much time taking care of me as a child he has trouble giving 
up the habit," he says. 


Wei Ying smiles at him and pokes Sizhui's fat belly. *He loves you and wants to you be 
happy,” he says, “so I guess it's forgivable.” 


The pleasant chill of autumn turns to the bitter cold of winter, made worse by the wind and 
the humidity. Wei Ying hates winter, reminisces about how much warmer it was in Wuhan 
when he was a child, though Lan Wangji suspects he can't actually remember living in China. 
He has the biggest puffiest coat Lan Wangji has ever seen and an enormous faux-fur trimmed 
hat and a ridiculously large scarf and giant snow boots and he unwraps himself when he gets 
home from the lab at the end of the day and walks around the apartment whining about being 
cold until Lan Wangji brings him a mug of tea. 


Sizhui has started getting up on his hands and knees and acting like he's just about to crawl, 
and Wei Ying likes to imitate him, getting into the same position and rocking back and forth 
and giggling along with the baby and it is horrible and disturbing and he should be punished 
for making Lan Wangji have such lewd thoughts right with the baby there. 


Wei Ying looks over his shoulder at Lan Wangji and winks and Lan Wangji nearly burns their 
dinner. 


Wei Ying resumes game nights in December. Lan Wangji expects games he knows, like cards 
or scrabble or strip poker or something, but Wei Ying pulls boxes of elaborate, beautiful 
games out of a closet, some of them horribly complicated, some of them simple, and their 
friends come over, a different mix every week depending on who's available and they get 
takeout and sit around the coffee table and spend more time talking than actually playing the 
games. 


“Baby’s first Christmas," Song Lan says, halfway through December. They're eating Thai 
food out of take-out containers and playing a game where you have to match beautiful 
illustrations to words. *You doing anything special?" 


Wei Ying makes a face. “Wei Wuxian doesn’t like Christmas," Wen Ning says, putting down 
a card. 


"Really?" Song Lan asks. “I’m surprised. I'd have thought you'd like all the colorful lights 
and decorations." 


“A lot of my foster families were religious," Wei Ying supplies, putting down his own card. 
"Some of them extremely so, and for them Christmas was all about going to church and 
listening to what sinners we all were and then going to my foster families’ extended families’ 
houses and being told how grateful I was supposed to be for having my basic human needed 
fulfilled by people who were being paid for it by the government." 


Most of the people around the table have the look of those who have heard this before. Lan 
Wangji tries to swallow around the hard knot that has suddenly developed in his throat. 


“Hey,” Wen Ning says, cutting into the awkward silence. “If Jewish people eat Chinese food 
on Christmas, does that mean we should eat Jewish food on Christmas?" 


Everyone around the table groans. “Do you have to?” Jiang Cheng demands. “Literally every 
single year?" 


Wei Ying smiles and eats a spring roll and Wen Qing starts the next round. 


Later that night, after everyone has left and Lan Wangji had cleaned up the takeout and Wei 
Wuxian had checked on the baby, they curl up in bed together. 


“Am I a bad parent,” Wei Ying whispers, “not to want to celebrate Christmas with the baby?” 


“No,” Lan Wangji says. “It’s your choice. There are lots of other holidays we can celebrate. 
New Years and mid-autumn and Halloween and his birthday." 


“But he'll be sad when all the other kids get presents and he doesn’t,” Wei Ying says. 


“Plenty of other people don't celebrate Christmas," Lan Wangji says. “We never did, because 
Uncle said it was capitalistic and commercial and why would we celebrate a holiday for a 
religion we didn't even believe in." 


"And you weren't sad?" Wei Ying asks. 


“Of course I was sad," Lan Wangji says. “I wanted a fat old white man in a red suit to come 
and bring me candy and presents. Who wouldn't? But there are always things you get that 
other people don't get and things other people get that you don't get. Were you sad about 
Christmas?" 


“Of course I was,” Wei Ying says. “When I got presents there were never very many, and 
people were always talking about how Christmas was about family and I didn't have one." 


“You have a family know,” Lan Wangji whispers. 


“I know,” Wei Ying says. “I have so much family now. I have so many people who love me, I 
wish I could go back in time to my childhood self and tell him how lucky he's going to be." 


On Christmas day, Lan Wangji is surprised to wake up to one of the house plants decorated in 
little origami stars and a small pile of wrapped presents beneath it. 


“What’s this?" he asks Wei Ying, who is feeding the baby on the couch. 


“T’m not a fat old white man in a red suit," Wei Ying says, with a smile, “but I thought that 
since I got what I always wanted for Christmas, you should have a crack at it. It's not much, 
just a few presents and some candy." 


Lan Wangji smiles and shakes his head. “Okay,” he says. “But we're never celebrating 
Christmas again." 


On New Years the Wens come over and Lan Zhan passes out from half a glass of sparkling 
wine and Wei Wuxian, who is now officially an old person, he supposes, barely makes it to 
midnight. “We’re so old and dull," Wei Wuxian whines to Wen Ning and Wen Qing as they 
put on their winter things. 


“You are," Wen Qing says. “I’m going to go find an after party while you go and curl up with 
your baby daddy." She pauses at the door. *Xian-di," she says. “I’m proud of you. You've 
grown so much in the last half year." 


“Thanks, Jie," Wei Wuxian tells her. 


She pulls his head down so she can kiss his forehead. *But maybe think about telling Wangji 
how you feel?" she whispers into his ear. “Honestly the two of you are like the sappiest 
fucking things I’ve ever seen." 


“Jie,” Wei Wuxian whines. “What if he doesn’t...” 


She laughs. *Xian-di," she says, “the only one who thinks that's even remotely possible is 
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you. 


The bed is warm and cozy from Lan Zhan's body heat and Wei Wuxian can’t resist rolling 
over to wrap his arms around him and kiss him on the cheek and whisper ‘Happy New Year.’ 


January and February and the baby is crawling everywhere and sticking everything into his 
mouth and Lan Zhan is fretting that he didn't baby-proof the apartment well enough and 
making batches of gourmet baby food that Sizhui delights in smearing all over his face and 
high chair and floor and wall and everywhere else he can possibly splatter it. (Wei Wuxian 
keeps a record of the farthest he's managed to fling it). 


They head for Yanli's for Lunar New Year and Wei Wuxian gets into another argument with 
Aunt Yu over private schools and storms off to the nursery where Lan Zhan finds him sorting 
through an ancient box of worn Fisher-price toys that used to belong to him and Jiang Cheng. 
“The cow says ‘moo’,” he mutters, inspecting a cow the spots have worn off of. 


Lan Zhan sits down next to him and takes the cow. “This is a very skinny cow,” he observes. 
Wei Wuxian laughs. “It doesn't even have udders," he says. “Maybe it’s actually a bull.” 

“It doesn't have a penis," Lan Zhan points out. “It’s an agender cow." 

“Can you even call it a ‘cow’ then?” Wei Wuxian asks. “Does ‘cow’ imply gender?" 

“Wei Ying," Lan Zhan says. 

“T know,” Wei Wuxian says. “I’m sorry. I made a scene." 

“No,” Lan Zhan says. 

Wei Wuxian looks up at him, confused. 


"Aunt Yu made a scene," Lan Zhan says. “It’s our right to choose where Sizhui goes to 
school. You were right and she was not. You did your best to diffuse it and she escalated it. 
You have no reason to apologize." 


“Everyone blames me, though," Wei Wuxian says, bobbing the toy cow’s head up and down. 


“No, they don't," Lan Zhan says. “I don't blame you, and I don't think Yanli or Jiang Cheng 
do either." 


“I’m so tired of it," Wei Wuxian says. “It sounds so ungrateful- I don't even see her more 
than a few times a year, and still all I can think is that I’m so tired of it.” 


Lan Zhan hesitates, and then wraps his arm around Wei Wuxian and pulls his head to rest on 
his shoulder, stroking his long fingers through Wei Wuxian's hair. *You don't have to," he 
murmurs. “You don’t ever have to see her again." 


“I do though,” Wei Wuxian says into Lan Zhan’s very nice sweater. *Yanli will be sad if I 
avoid holidays because Aunt Yu is there, and she'll feel like she has to choose and it will 


upset her and that will upset Jiang Cheng..." 


“You don't have to make yourself miserable to make other people happy," Lan Zhan says. 
“We can say we want to spend holidays with just our little family, or we can fly to California 
and spend them with Brother and Meng Yao. Then Yanli won't feel like it's her responsibility. 
We can say that we see Jiang Cheng and Yanli and Jin Ling often enough so we should spend 
holidays with my family." 


"Are you suggesting we lie?" Wei Wuxian asks with a small laugh. 
“None of it is a lie," Lan Zhan defends. “It’s just not the whole truth.” 
His hands are still stroking Wei Wuxian's hair. 

“Lan Zhan, why are you so nice to me?" Wei Wuxian asks. 

Lan Zhan's hands hesitate. Wei Wuxian's heart clenches. 

“You're...” Lan Zhan begins. His arms tighten around Wei Wuxian. 
“T know,” Wei Wuxian says. “I’m your baby daddy." 

Lan Zhan shakes his head. “No,” he says. “Yes, but I...” he sighs. 


Wei Wuxian pulls away and sits up. “Forget I asked, okay?” he says. He tries to straighten his 
hair. “I must look like a wreck.” 


“No,” Lan Zhan says. “You’re always beautiful. Wei Ying, I...” 
“Wei Wuxian!” Jiang Cheng’s voice interrupts him. 


Lan Zhan jumps and he looks away, like he was doing something he shouldn’t. 


“Wei Wuxian, where the hell are you? We're all waiting for you to eat!” he barges into the 
nursery and then blinks at the two of them sitting on the floor beside the toy box. 


“Aiya!” Wei Wuxian complains, “so bossy, Jiang Cheng. Lan Zhan and I were just talking 
about what toys we should get A-Zhui.” He stands and reaches out a hand to Lan Zhan, who 
takes it, his hand warm and dry and gets to his feet. They stare at each other for a moment 
and then Wei Wuxian swallows and looks away. 


Jiang Cheng clears his throat. “Dinner?” he asks, but there’s something odd about his voice. 


"You're so impatient, Jiang Cheng," Wei Wuxian says. “We’re coming, okay?” 


It’s quiet on their ride back to the city, A-Zhui asleep on Lan Zhan’s lap, Wei Wuxian staring 
out the window. He puts his hand thoughtlessly down on the seat beside him and it brushes 
against Lan Zhan’s hand and thoughtlessly he threads their fingers together. 


When did it start feeling so right, being around Lan Zhan? he wonders. Lan Zhan squeezes 
his hand. Wen Qing was right, Wei Wuxian thinks, his eyes fixed on the world outside, not 
seeing any of it. He should tell Lan Zhan. Lan Zhan is kind and good and if he doesn't feel 
about Wei Wuxian the way Wei Wuxian feels about him... well, Wei Wuxian's heart will 
shatter into a million little pieces and Lan Zhan will be patient and kind and Wei Wuxian will 
go and sleep on Wen Qing's couch for a few days and eat ice cream and watch stupid 
romcoms and then he'll go home and they'll stop sleeping in the same bed, probably, because 
that would be idiotic and then Wei Wuxian will try to move on. 


Lan Zhan's thumb is tracing circles on Wei Wuxian's wrist and Wei Wuxian swallows. If Lan 
Zhan doesn't love him back Wei Wuxian doesn't know how he will survive. 


Lan Zhan carries the baby up to their apartment and Wei Wuxian follows with their stuff and 
then fusses around the kitchen finding room in the fridge for the leftovers Yanli’d foisted on 
them and then putting the red envelopes into a neat little stack and then Lan Zhan comes out 
of the baby's room where he'd been tucking him into his crib and walks across the room to 
where Wei Wuxian is standing. 


Wei Wuxian looks away, his heart in his mouth. 
“Wei Ying," Lan Zhan says and oh! he's standing so close. 
“Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian says. “Lan Zhan, I...” 


But Lan Zhan’s hands are on his chin, turning his face up to look at him, and he’s looking 
into his eyes his eyes are so beautiful, the specks of amber in them and he's so so close and 
then they’re kissing and Wei Wuxian is exploding or dying or something and he’s so full and 
he’s so hungry and he’s so happy and he’s so... something and threading his hands into Lan 
Zhan’s hair and pulling him closer and opening his mouth so he can run his tongue along Lan 
Zhan’s lip and tasting his tongue, and then Lan Zhan’s mouth is on his cheek and on his neck 
and his hands are on his waist and he’s gasping and Lan Zhan is whispering his name into his 
skin and Wei Ying is pulling him away so he can look into his eyes again. 


“I love you,” he gasps. “Lan Zhan, I love you." 
“T love you too, Wei Ying,” Lan Zhan whispers. 


“No,” Wei Wuxian says, “I really love you, so much, like everything, more than everything, I 
adore you and I want you and I always want to be with you.” He pulls back suddenly 
horrified, or he tries to, but Lan Zhan has him pinned against the counter. “I mean, you know, 
in a reasonable fashion, I’m not like proposing marriage or anything, I just...” 


Lan Zhan laughs. It’s the most wonderful sound Wei Wuxian has ever heard. “I really love 
you too,” he whispers, and he kisses Wei Wuxian’s neck. “More than everything,” and he 
kisses Wei Wuxian's neck again. “I adore you,” kiss, “and I want you” kiss “and I always 
want to be with you.” Kiss. 


“Really?” Wei Wuxian asks. “You... really?" 
“So much," Lan Zhan says. “You’re my family." 


“You’re my family too," Wei Wuxian whispers. “Does this mean you want to have sex with 
me?" 


Lan Zhan laughs again. *I have wanted to have sex with you for so long," he says. 


“You have?" Wei Wuxian asks. “Oh good. I mean, me too. Sooooo long, Lan Zhan you don’t 
even know how stupidly hot were when you were lying around the apartment half-naked with 
the baby on your chest it was so unfair." 


“Mn,” Lan Zhan says, nuzzling into the side of Wei Wuxian's neck. “Maybe you could show 
me. In the bedroom?" 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian gasps. “Oh, yeah. Good idea. You have the best ideas, Lan Zhan.” 
“And you talk too much,” Lan Zhan returns, pulling away from Wei Wuxian. 


Wei Wuxian feels cold and lonely for a moment and then Lan Zhan grabs his wrist and tows 
him into the bedroom. 
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It's awkward, as it is always awkward when you are learning a new lover. Do they like 
biting? How hard? Are their nipples sensitive? Are they ticklish? Are they grossed out by ear 
licking? 


But it's the most wonderful awkward Wei Wuxian has ever experienced. Lan Zhan explores 
his body like he wants to know every bit of him, every stretch of skin, every crevasse (and, of 
course, some crevasses are best explored immediately after a shower (and perhaps an enema), 
not after a long day of sweating in kitchens and getting in fights with your adopted parents.) 


“I want to take my time," Lan Zhan whispers as he lifts Wei Wuxian's shirt up inch by inch 
and keeps him from tearing it (and the rest of their clothes) off. 


"That's a lovely sentiment and one I think you should keep firmly in mind for the future," 
Wei Wuxian mutters, “but I’ve got like six months worth of pent-up lust, so if you don’t mind 
moving a little faster, I would really appreciate it.” 


Lan Zhan laughs (for the seventh time! Has he been saving all of his laughter up for this 
occasion?) and acquiesces, pulling off Wei Wuxian's shirt and then unbuttoning his pants, 
pushing them and his underwear down so his cock pops free, then stroking his long fingers 
along it. 


"That's more like it," Wei Wuxian sighs, kicking off his pants and underwear and finding the 
buttons on Lan Zhan's pants, freeing his cock and lining them up together. *Lan Zhan," he 
whispers, “I have a plan.” 


“Yes?” Lan Zhan asks, collecting the precum from the tip of their cocks with his fingers and 
smearing it down the length to slicken them. 


“We jerk off now," Wei Wuxian suggests. “Quick and fast. Six months of unrequited lust, Lan 
Zhan." 


“Mn,” Lan Zhan says, stroking their cocks together languidly. “And then?" 
"Shower," Wei Wuxian says. “A little internal cleaning maybe. Everything nice and sanitary.” 
“Hygiene is good,” Lan Zhan says, tightening his grip a little. Oh god his hands are so large. 


“Then back to bed,” Wei Wuxian says, his words punctuated by a grunt. “Then we can take it 
as slow as you want." 


“It might be very slow,” Lan Zhan whispers. His hand slows down as if to prove a point. 


“Not now!" Wei Wuxian says, grabbing his hand and moving it more quickly. “Fast now, 
slow later." 


“Okay,” Lan Zhan says, with a stifled moan that makes Wei Wuxian's cock pulse. “Fast now, 
slow later." 


“The only question is," Wei Wuxian says, with difficulty, as Lan Zhan's hand mercifully 
speeds up, helped along by a copious emission of precum from both of their cocks. ^Who 
tops and who bottoms?" 


“Hmmm,” Lan Zhan says, stroking them even faster. “I will ride you, if you are amenable.” 


“Oh,” Wei Wuxian grunts. “Oh god. Okay. Yes. I am. Amenable.” He opens his mouth to say 
something more, but then Lan Zhan latches onto his neck and bites and he comes all over his 
stomach. 


A hot wet handsy shower later (Lan Zhan had an enema kit in the bathroom this whole 
time?!?) and they’re back in bed, the covers stripped off, a towel thrown across the sheets, 
and Wei Wuxian is two fingers deep in his baby daddy/best friend/love of his life/non- 
platonic co-parent, mouthing at the inside of his thigh while Lan Zhan’s cock bobs thick and 
flushed above his flat belly. 


(It's enormous. Wei Wuxian is very glad they've decided to start with the current 
arrangement because it is going to take a /ot of prep to get that thing in.) 


You're so tight," Wei Wuxian murmurs into the skin of Lan Zhan’s thigh. “God, Lan Zhan.” 
He slides his fingers out and puts more lube on them and slides them back in again, twisting 
and trying to find his prostate. He must hit it, because Lan Zhan arches and presses back 
against his fingers. You're so beautiful," he says. “I’ve wanted this for so long." 


Wei Wuxian loves this, fingering a lover, watching them twist and squirm and feel them flex 
on his fingers, so much that he forgets for a while that there's a point to the exercise beyond 
seeing how desperate Lan Zhan he can get. 


“More,” Lan Zhan pants, rocking his hips. “Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian squirts more lube onto his hand, presses in another finger. “Oh, fuck, Lan Zhan,” 
he says. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long, every single time I see you bend over and show 
me your beautiful ass, all I can think about is having my fingers and my tongue and my cock 
up in it..." 


Lan Zhan reaches down and pulls Wei Wuxian's fingers out of him, then flips Wei Wuxian 
over (who knew he was so strong?) and straddles him. 


Wei Wuxian laughs. “Whatever happened to very slow?” he asks, as Lan Zhan feels around 
for the condom and lube and then rolls the first down Wei Wuxian's cock and slathers the 
other onto it. 


“I changed my mind,” Lan Zhan says, kneeling up and pressing Wei Wuxian's cock against 
his asshole and then pressing down until it pops in with a moan from both of them. 


“Holy fuck, Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian whispers as Lan Zhan slowly lowers himself on him, 
staring up at the beautiful body above him, rippling muscles gleaming with sweat. “I do not 
know how long I am going to last. You're too, ugh, wow. Just..." 


Lan Zhan presses down until his ass is pressed up against Wei Wuxian's balls and then he 
leans down and kisses him, long and lingering on his lips. “You talk too much," he whispers 
and lifts his hips up again. 


Later, muscles worn, skin covered in drying sweat, Wei Wuxian rolls over and curls up 
against Lan Zhan. “We’re boyfriends now, right?" he whispers. 


“Yes,” Lan Zhan says. “For now.” 


Wei Wuxian laughs. “For now? Lan Zhan, what are you saying? Is our time together 
limited?” 


“Someday we'll be husbands,” Lan Zhan says. 
“Wow,” Wei Wuxian says. “You really aren’t good at taking things slowly.” 


Lan Zhan rolls over, the light from the street catching the sparks of gold in his eyes. “We 
already sleep in the same bed and have a baby together,” he says. “And we said we want to 
be with each other always. It’s the logical next step.” 


“Yeah,” Wei Wuxian says, smiling. “And we're going to have sex again?" 


Lan Zhan smiles back. Every day," he says. 


Wei Wuxian laughs. *Every day? Are you serious, Lan Zhan? We have a baby. There's no 
way we're going to be able to..." 


Lan Zhan presses against him, the long line of their bodies rubbing together, and kisses him 
hard. *Every day," he says again, when he finally pulls back. 


“Okay, you maniac” Wei Wuxian says. “Every day it is.” 
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Sizhui’s birthday will never be the completely happy occasion it should be, not with it also be 
the anniversary of his parents’ deaths, and Lan Wangji is sorry for that, but he and Wei Ying 
try their best. He's too young to notice it now, or even remember, but soon he'll be old 
enough to start storing up stories to tell his therapist. 


It's a beautiful, sunny day, and they start it sitting in front of the little altar Lan Wangji has set 
up in the corner of their living room. It's not a tradition he or Wei Ying grew up with, 
ancestor veneration, but they thought it might be a good way to start. They're all orphans, 
after all, Wei Ying says, with a small smile. Three framed pictures, of each of their sets of 
parents stand on the small table, with a little incense burner and a bowl of oranges. 


“These are your parents," Lan Wangji says, holding the wriggling baby in his lap. Wei Ying 
gives the baby a teething ring to play with so he'll settle down. “Your mama was my best 
friend. Her name was Luo Qingyang, but we called her Mianmian." 


“Why?” Wei Ying asks. “I always wondered.” 


"She said that she had hair like silk when she was born, so her parents started calling her 
that," Lan Wangji says. “But I think it’s because she could talk for hours without stopping." 


Wei Ying laughs. 


“And this is your baba. His name was Nie Huaisang and he was your daddy's best friend. He 
was very funny and liked to play pranks on people." 


Lan Wangji points to another picture. *And these are my parents," he says. Sizhui waves the 
toy he's holding. *My mama used to sing me to sleep and stroke my hair and she died when I 
was very young, and my baba's heart broke when she died and we had to go and live with my 
uncle, and then he died a few years later. And these are your daddy's parents," he looks at 
Wei Ying. 


“They died when I was very young as well,” Wei Ying says. “In a car accident." The picture 
is an ancient once, faded and grainy, that Uncle Jiang had given to him when he first went to 
live with them. *I don't remember much about them, but Uncle Jiang says that my mother 
was very lively and interested in everything and my father was very kind." 


"So now we light incense to honor their memories," Lan Wangji says, “and to tell them we'll 
never forget them." Wei Ying lights the cone of incense and places it in the holder. The baby 


reaches out for it, but Wei Ying gently catches his hand. 


“And we can remember the family we've lost and the family we have," Wei Ying says, softly, 
his other hand resting on Lan Wangji's thigh and squeezing it. 


Later they'll go to the park and there will be balloons and presents and Sizhui will have cake 
for the first time, and they'll be surrounded by friends and family, by a jealous, crying Jin 
Ling and loud Jiang Cheng and the Wen siblings rolling their eyes and Yanli breaking up 
fights and all their other friends. Later they'll video call with Uncle and Xichen and Meng 
Yao and Meng Yao's horrible little poodle. 


Later they'll come home try to find places to put all the gifts and give up halfway through 
and order takeout and the baby will cry from too much sugar and excitement and over- 
exhaustion and when he's finally asleep they'll sprawl out on the couch and Lan Wangji will 
hate hate hate that Mianmian and A-Sang are dead and that he'll never get be with them ever 
again, never call Mianmian up and talk about their lives, never try not to smile at A-Sang's 
terrible jokes, never tell them about how wonderful their son is, and there will always be an 
emptiness in his life where they were, but he'll love what they've given him. 
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